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PROLOGUE. 



'Touched be your generous hearts to spare this play^ 
Where mirth ivould laugh humanity anvay, 
TiMi thousand years our tale has shook the stage. 
And 1no<v'd the heart of Greece from age to age : 
Ev'n Alexander ivept our queen's despair j 
And the <world''s conqueror sat conquered there. 
What reach of taste could Attick pride presume^ 
What flame of courage e^er distinguished Rome, 
But Britain'' s sons may boa:^ an eqi al merit 
Would Britons think and act uuith British spirit ? 
Te fiatVring triflers of an hour too short, 
Ye fools to thinking, and ye friends of sport, 
forbear to laugh <when pensi*vely distrest. 
Sighs in yon' circle swoell the beauteous breast 5 
Charms to. the fairest face soft sorronu lends ; 
fity and innocence are bosom friends ; 
And ivhen deep anguish shakes a feeling mind, 
Ho^ must it ake wuhen 'witlings sneer behind f 
Nor dream, ye gay, that only mirth should please j 
No sprightly ivit e^er laughed off lifers disease : 
Experience tells us soon or late comes care. 
And he luho flies from thought ivill meet despair, 
l^adies be firm to passion's tend^rest claim ; 
Si^s are kve'i breezes, and nvillfan the flame. 
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iv PROLOGUE, 



Laughi/tg gallants may promise merry Iwesy 

But laughing husbands make you uaeeping im'veu 

They ^hose oivn hearts c(tn feel nvill treat your^s hesi. 

And he gi^es pain that thinks it but a jcsi. 

Nobly lA^ep out, nor let an ill-iim''d blush 

Keep back the struggling tear that kngs to gush* 

All that are njuise and brauc by nature kntyia 

'' Tis 'virtue's mark to nxjecp at others 'woe. 
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DRUKY.LANE, 



PoLYPHONTis, General of Mycenc 
£roz, Favourite of Polyphontcs - 
£u M K N K s, Son of Merope 
EuBicLES, a Lord of Merope's Party 
Na&bas, Fosteriather to £um«nes 



MiROPEy Widow of the late King 
I s M K N K , Daughter of Narbas 



Men, 
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Mr. Hurst. 
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Women, 
Miss Younge. 
Miss Hopkins. 
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M E R O P E. 



ACT L SCENE L 



An Apartment in the Palace, Milt ope mournful on a 
Couch y IsMENE leaning melaucbolj belonjijy and' At » 
tendants, 

Ismene, 

See whe^e the lone majestic mourner weeps. 
Lost ev'n to music's power — Try, strain each note 
In melody^s wide compass— haply 
Some change thro' sad to lively may have force 
To strike recovering sente and wake regard. 

First in low sympathy of sorrow's softness 

Soothe her dejefted soul — then start at once 
To swells of joy, and storm attention's ear. 

{Music 'with Trumpets, After the Music Meropt 
rises and cqmes fomvard,'] 
Mer, Let me, when next tliy too officious love. 
Faithful Ismene, tries th' harmonious charm, 
Let me have music solemn all and slow, 
B \ 
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t MEROPE. M L 

Sad-suited to my thoughts — --Mix not for me, 
Wh9 have no powei^to taste, such sprightly notes. 
As they who are more happy find more sweet. 

Ism. Why, when the gods grow gentle, are yoii sad? 
You felt their anger sharply-* — now they smile. 
Embrace their proffered bounty— All the lords 
Of glad Mycene, in full senatfe met. 
Take measures to proclaim you r^gning queen 5 
You whom distress but brightens, to Whose charms. 
Made awful by your grief, woes add new majesty. 

Mer. What, no news yet of N^rbas or my son ? 

Ism, May it be soon— priiifce of b^h like his. 
Where'er concealed, can 'scape such search unknown, 

Mer. Will ye at length, ye lowers ! reward my 
tears? 

Will ye at last restore Eumenes to me ? 

If he yet live — this only reAinant heir 

Of his wrottg'd n»$cher*s miseries, oh', saterhimt 

From his dear breast strike wicte the mcorderer's dagger. | 

Is he not your's, a btsakh from great Akide* ? 

" What tho'— fbk-get it and be ho^i'd. Oh, ftiith I'* | 

What tho' to trakors' pTOSpfbas sWord* yOU gaVe 

His father's feted life — ^Ah! yet desert not 

This image of his form that fills my soult 

Ism, Dear thofigh dcmbtlesi was, and jufttly 

ittoomM; I 
Should you exclude til flWlte of bli^s b»ide } 

Mer. I ain a modiet*— With a moUier'f fe&rs. 

Ism, But can a moiber*! fears eflfaOe ttoe stsimp 
Of hero's soul that marks a lace like y<m*^ ? I 
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A^L MEROPE. ^ 

Sweet tho' hh infant smiles, they dwell too fix'd. 
Too deep, on your touclrd memory— Long years 
Are past sinee first you lost him. 

Mer, Lost him! never— 

Li twice seven dreadful years no moment^s light 
Broke on my eyes, but brought his image with it. 
Why teil'st thou me of time ?— day s, months, and years. 
Have growm, but with *em grew my pain to lose him. 
Weigh that last fatal hint thy father sent me j 
" Hope soon, said he, to see the prince Eumenes 
All you would wish— Fear all from Pol3rphontes. 

Ism. Wisely you fear him — but 't were wiser still 
So fearing to prevent him. Hear the states 5 
Quit at their prayer this regent's name 5 be crown'd. 
And rise, indeed, the queen they meant to make you. 

Mer, Is not the crown my son's ? 

hm^ A son so lov'd, 
Should he return, would than k 

AUr, Perish the heart 
Hiat, meanly pi^ud, and poorly fill'd for self, 
Swells from another's losses I 

Lm, Public interest 

Mer. Curse on ail interest that includca not ho- 
nesty \ 

But here ev'n* interest brings no plea to tempt me. 
What can a childless mother hope from empire ? 
What has distress to do with pomp's vain lustre ? 
I see the very light of heaven with pain, 
Never shall splendour cheer these bbsted eyes 
B iij 
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That saw my Weeding lord, ray mufA^r'd chfldreil, 
Saw iriy friends fall> saw men god» forsake rae. 
Oh, guilt! oh, perfidy 1 oh, de^'s dire day! 
Present for ever to my frighted sotd. 

Ism. Oft have I wejrt to hescr tliat sad days tate. 

Mer. I hear it now— ev'n yet their cries risef 
round mej 

Satve, save the king! sim the poor gsttpfng princes! 
Save the dr$tra6ted queen !— I scream— I fly- 
On ev*ry side I tarn, meet battling crowds, , 
Swords, ^iffrin^ spesas, loud shouts, and mingled 
groanings ; 

Meet last— 'a sight— ^beyond all sense of horror t 
Miet ati expiring husband's outstretched eye, 

Staiii'd with a death.ihix'd tenderness on mine » 

And struggling from his blodd to reach and clasp me. 

Ism. Patience, oh, madam> and forget tlnesehorrcM-s. 

Mer. There two-estpmng infant sufterers fell, 
The eldest of our loves — duteous in-^^h, 
'Cross the king^ breast they threw tktit little bodies 
And lent their hands— *weak aid ! to save their father i 
Only Eumenes *scap'd th' assassms 
Soihe iaterposbig god voudisaf^d to v^ him. 
And he who screened him then may oikce restore him. 
Narbas, tliy w^e, thy faithful fether, bore him 
Far from my sight to some dark safe retreat, 

Some desert, barren of distress and man,*' 

Enter Euriclis. 
Ism. Madam— —Lord Euricles—— 
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A^h ME ROM. II 

Mer, Welcome— What hope ? 

Eur, Vain waaiour seaixh — ^from Peneus' bank it 

O'er yast Olympus : far and wide thro' Greece 
Inquiry lab'ririg' lost its fruitless prayer : 
Description could not wake the least idea : 
None knew, none ever heard, of Narbas' name. 

Mer. Alas! he breathes no m^e ! — my son is dead. 

Ism, So fear makes real ev*ry fancy'd woe. 
You 'ave iieard that on report of this new peace 
My father guides him secret to our hopes. 

Eur, Just was his catition! Narbas, wisely loyal. 
Veils his return, and cautiously conveys him. 
Narbas knows all his dingers — I, meanwhile. 
Watch with a guardful eye tliese murderers' motions. 
And with determin*d hand prepare to save him. 

Mer, On faith so try'd as thirve ev'n woe leans easy. 

Eur, Dontrt but my po>ver's defefl ; my will finds 
none. 

But I have liews more threafning : 

Th' assembled senate vote, in warm debate, 

A consort in your crown 

Mer, Presumptuous care ! ' 
You should have call'd it insult. 

Eur, Words were vain. 
Truth unsustain'd by power but fights to fall. 
The partial people roaf- for Polyphontes, 
And right, and law, and pity, sink before him. 

Mer, Can fortune then reduce the great to pity ? ^ 
Can kings in their own realms contract to slaves? 
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I a MEROPE. - iftf /• 

Eur, Something must be resolv'd to ch^ their 
speed. 

A/£r. Yes, I will face these lords of kings and law. 
Comets of empire ; these portentous stars 
That sparkle by the fire they steal from majesty : 
I will go dart trutli's lightning in their eyes, 
And thunder in their ears the rights of thrones i 
I will revive lost sense of trust and duty, 
I will assert their sovereign's near return, \Going. 

Eur, Oh, heaven 1 be wary — ^that way ruin lie^ 
Their tyrant leader starts already, fir'd 
By tliat alarm, and dreams of what he dreadff, 

Mer, What can he more, so much already donef 

Eur, Jealous of danger, men make haste in guilt, 
V7 ork to be safe, and hold no means too wicked* 
Mycene, but by faiiion freed from faftion, 
ClaimM like a conquest he computes his owa. 
No tie so sacred binds endanger'd valour 

Where hot ambition spurs it ^Ev'ry rampart 

Gives way before him ; law, corrupted, guards him i 

Wealth dresses, poverty attends, pride leads. 

And priesthood presses gods who hate— to serve him. 

Mer. I see th' abyss before me ^Let it be : 

IF I plunge in and crush this Polyphontes, 
•T is but to fall for vengeance. 

Eur, Spftl-^hexromes. [ExewtfEuriQ, and Ism,. 

hlfir. Wear, for ^ moment, heart! the veil tho« 
Jiat'st. 
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MEROPt. 



£/itor PO L YPfiO NTE 8 . 

Polyp, Sverm teafs my queen! — ^Lend a long truce 
To sigh^, and cast aside your needless sorrow : 
Shake froni those ihjurM eyes each cloud tliat dims 'em , 
And to the voice of love vouchsafe your ear. 
You frown 

Mer, T do indeed, and gaze with horror. 

Polypi Gaze on— I am n6 stranger to myself. 
Nor to a woman's passions. I grew gray 
Beneath a weight of winters spent in arms. 
I know time's furroWs are ijo paths to love ; 
I know it all — but wisdom knows it not. 
Weigh not my offer in disdain's light balance. 
You are the daughter, mother, wife, of kings ; 
But tbe state wants a master. What avails 
Vain title till some sword like mine supports it ? 

Mtr. Bold subject of a king who call'd me wif«, 
Dir'st them defame the memt)ry of thy lord 
With such audacious hope ? — Aspire to me ! 
Me to supplant my child, my heart's whole care, 
Stain his dishonoured thtbne with guilt and thee ! 
Me canst thoif dream so base to wed thy lowness. 
And crown with emjfire's wreath a soldier's brow ? 

Polyp. Soldierl immortal gods ! who more deserves 
To govern states thaii he who best can save ? 
He wlio was first call'd ^ing ere that was soldier; 
Great becaiise brave, and scepter'd by his sword. 
I am above descent, and pri«e no blood : 
Scarce is my own lift mine ; 'tis lost for glory, 
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Sp'lt in my country's cause, in your's, fair scomer! 
Take safety— t is my gift. Fill half my throne ; 
My party calls all mine ; love shares it your's. 

Mer. Party ! thou fell provoker of reproach ! 
Party should tremble where a monarch rules. 

Polyp. There will be parties, and there must be kings. 
And he who best can curb was formed to reign. 
I who revenged your lord by right succeed him. 

Mer, Succeed him, traitor / — Has he not a.son ? 
Gods were his great forefathers — ^thence his claim. 

Polyp, Far other value bears Mycene's a'own. 
Right to rule men is nov^r no longer held 
By dull descent, like lands low hermitage j 
'Tis the pluckM fruit of toil } 't is the paid price 
f blood lost nobly ; and t 'is thence my due. 

Mer, What hast thou done, thou wretch i to dare sucb 
hope? 

Polyp, Bethink you of that day when these proud walls 
Blush'd with the blood you boast from traitors' swords. 
Review your helpless husband — see your sons 
Expiring round you — wipe those gushing eye^ 
And view me what I was, not tlien too low 
To share your ruffled passions — ^Ycs, 'twas I 
Fr jm your freed palace chas'd th' o'erwhclming foe, 
Sav'd your Herculean sceptre and its queen 5 
I, I repeird the woes you could but wej!p. 
See there my right, my rank, my clsum, to love ! 

Mer . Hear , hear him,Heav'n, and give me back my son . 

Polyp, Yes let him come, this son — ^hc shall be Uught 
Lessons of glory, taught my arts to reign. 



Digitized by 



1 

A3 1, MEROPE. rs 

Joy to the blood of Hercules ! — I too 
Revere, let others dread it — ^My ambition 
Climbs beyond progeny — To spring from gods 
Is less than mine ^ho like a god command. 

Mer. If thou wouldst emulate a god be just : 
Man can be brave too boldly — Hercules 
Sav-d many a king — ^but did he steal their diadems ? 
Wouldst thou resemble Hercules — protect 
Unfriended innocence, assert thy prince. 
Restore th' imhappy wanderer to my arms, 
Cease to iJli6i, and give him to my fondness. 
Thus could thy influence move, so try'd, so courted, 
Who knows — for gratitude haspow'r like love — 
Who knows — ^how far I might forget my glory— 
And — if peace dwells with thee-^Expeft it not — 
I will not bid you hope— ^that I can stoop 
So low — ^bend I am sure I cannot, [Exit Mer. 

Enter Erox, 

Erox, Entering I heard her too presumptuous scorn,' 
And wonder'd at your patience. Waits a king 
For a weak woman's wish to fix his throne ? 
Greatly and bravely have you cleared your way 
To the hill's foot, yet when it courts your climbing 
Fall back to sigh, and seek her hand to lead you. 

Polyp, Near as thou think'st I stand, my warier eye 
Marks 'twixt the throne and me a precipice 
Where Faith or I fall headlong^Does not Merope 
Know her Eumenes near ?— Should he return 
Th' inconstant people ^ould with shouts receive hinj, 
And smooth his way to empire o'er my .bosom. 
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x6 MEHOPI* 4^{. 

Thou know^st from proofs mo$t ti^^ejy iateypepjed 
This new boy-king returns, and bppe^ Myc^AC. 

Erox, Tnist your high fortuney and 4isdiun to. doubt. 
Foresight and fierceiiess are the braye go4»> 
And hi? own hand supports l^ka. 

Polyp, My late order— — - 

Erox, 'T was with a silent lirmne^^ well obj?y*4* 
From Elis to Mycene» ev'ry road 
Is watch'd bj& sleepless warders — If t^^ey come, 
Narbas and he, their gods; mu«t march \>tfQt^ 
Or not Alcides' blood could 'scape th^ shlidding. 
Your soldiers' zeal is warm. 

Polyp. But is it blind ? 

Erox. It is — ^none knows his name whose fife he wait^^ 
All they have yet been told is a sad tale 
Of an old wily traitor leading with him. 
On murderous purpose, an assassin youth 
Urg'd by exadl^ed oaths to seek your death. ' 

Polyp, But what this rumour of M)rsanthu$ kill'4 
Before Alcides' temple? — ^is that true? 

Erox, Too sure he fell — chose his trusty arm, 
Join'd with his martial brother's, as most fit 
To guard that likeHest sta^n ; where, should Narbas? 
Bare with his exile touch Mycene's bofdo*, 
Kirst they would rest, to beg that'godhead's care. 
From \yhom their race presumes its proud descent. 

Polyp, 'T was forecasjb worthy of a zeal like thiney 
Nor coul4 thy care have chosen an abler hand. 
Or one mcH-e try'd in blood, than that Mysanthut. 
*T was he, thou kffpvc'^i that to my cause, ^ 
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On that black night attending near Cresphontes, 
Taught the king's sword amid the dusk of slaughter 
To pierce its master's breast — ^An a6l so daring 
Deserv'd the sword, tho' three rich gems adorn'd 
He had it, and he wore it for his pains. 

Erox. Yet at AJcides* temple drew it rashly. 
And lost it with his life. 

Polyp, How *scap*(l his brother ? 

Erox. Scared out of memory's use, all he could tell m« 
Was, that the god inspired 3ome dreadful form. 
Some more than mortal monster — and he fled. 

Polyp, Vile safety ! — ^left his brother urtreveng'd 
And shunn'd a soldier's death — We must be watchful. 
Some infelt bodings bid me call this stranger 
Eumenes, or his friend. 

Erox, That fear was mine, 
Till on refleiHon that he came a.one 
Jt look'd unlikely — Chance it as it may. 
Whene'er he this way comes, he comes to die. 

Pofyp, True'—yet I could have wish'd to spare thi% 
crime: 

But one first chosen the rest grew necessaiy : 
So falls the son — the mother must not follow 5 
Her I have need of. — Marriage mends my reign ) 
Her rightful title consecrates ambition. 
And usurpation whitens into law. 
—The people love her : I, possessing her, 

Hold her friend too in dowry Erox ! thou, 

Whose fate grows close to mine, assist my scheme, 
^ill'd how to spread craft's nets, allure the people, 
C 
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Train 'cm by cv'ry art 5 poise ey'ry temper ; 

Avarice will sell his soul ; buy that and mould it ; 

Weakness will be eluded : there grow eloquent. 

Is there a tott'rif^g faith ? grapple it fast 

By flatt'ry, and profusely deal my favours \ 

Threaten the guilty, entertain the gay. 

Frighten the rich, find wishes for the wanton. 

And rev'rence for the godly— "—let none 'scape thee 1 

pive into hearts, sound ev'ry nature's bias— r 

And bribe men by their passions-r-But these arts. 

Already thine, why waste I time to teach thee ? 

Vainly the sword successful Sjcales a throne, 

^ince fojrtune changing strength's lost hope is flown. 

But art caird in attracts re]u6bmt vnll. 

And what were lost by power is gain'd by skill. . 

[Exeunt, 



ACT IT. SCENE L. 



^ke Palacf, Enter ^JER0PE,EURICLE8, md I s M E k t # 
Merope^ 

I s the world dumb on my Eumencs' fate ! 
Jsm. Calamity too soon had found a tongue, 
Mvr. Has nothing from the borders yet bcei> 
heard ? 

Em"' Nothing that claims your notice. ^ 
Mcr, Who is he, 
y h^s pri30J>cr, I aift toM but now brought guarded f 
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Eur, A rash )roung strsuiger^ caught tnth guUt^r 
hand 

Red from the recent marks of some new murder. 
Mer, A murder j an unknown 1 Whom has h# 
kiU'd? 

How ? and where was it ? — am fill'd with horror. 

Ism. Oh, sense too lively of maternal love ! 
All things alarm your tenderness. You hear 
Clumcespeaky and take her voice for that of nature. 
Mer, What is his name? whence came he? why 
unknown? 

Eur, He seems, and is, if truth may trust ap« 
pearance, 

A youth (rf* that soft stamp which fortune leaves 
To nature's gentlest care j some nymph's Adonis, 
Whose eye might sooner be supposed to kill 
Th' impityM maid-than his gay swoiPd the man. 
Mer, Whom, tell me, has he kill'dr— answer— I % 
see him. 

' Eur, What strange emotion this ?— • 

Mer. No matter — bring hims 
If I discover guilt *tis mine to punish^ 
If wrong'd I owe him mercy. 

£ftr. Should he have merit, 

*Tis placed so low by fortune— 

Mer. Fortune's feults, 
Where merit suffers, call on kmgs to ihend 'em. 

Eur. What can a wretch like this deserve from 
power ? 

Mer. Ob, Euricles! look inward} ask thy heart | 
C V 
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5e for a moment but this wretch thpdf— 
And then acquit the power that scom'd to note thee. 
** — Besides, who knows ? he may— Be still, prompt fear. 
V Perhaps my troubled mind starts, hints too lightly : 
. ** Hearts that have ev'iy thing to fear slight nothing. 
** — rJ-et him be brought — will myself examine him/' 
£ur. Your will must be obeyed. 
Mer, Go, my Ismene, 
Bid those who guard the prisoner bring him hither. 

[Exit Ismene. 

Mer, Stay, Euricles ; [Euricles offering to go 

Stay, and partake more terrors— Could you think it? 
Press'd by new sorrows I forget my past, 
And have not yet informed you— Polyphontes 
Has,dar'd demand my hand, dar'd talk of marriage. 

Eur. Oh, queen! 
I know his offered insult, know it staips 
Your name, yet blushing add — ^your forc'd consent. 
Grown infamously necessary— ^stands 
The sole safe bar *tvirixc all your race and ruin, 
Mer, 'Tis horror outt o think so vile a dream! 

** Eur. So thinks the army— rso the senate thinks. 

So think th' exacting god s and so— 
Mer. The gods! 

Why were they nam'd— could they forgive sueh fall 

From their own offspring to a son of clay 

Eur. The king your son ■ 
. Mer. Ah ! name not him- — How, Euricles, . 
How would he thank my choice of such a father ? 
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Eur. Prmcet grow wise by sorrows: he will see 
That hated choice the root of all his safety. 

Mer. What— what have you been telling me ? 

Eur. Hard truth, 
Pue from firm loyalty to Weak distress. 

Mfr '. C23\ Euricles then plead for Polyphontes I 

Eur. I know him guilty — but I know liim rash. 
Know him resistless — ^know him childless too. 
And know you love Eumenes. > 

JWJrr. -Loving him 
How can I choose but hate the hand that wrongs him ? 
Princes should be above these self-securings. 
And bom to live for truth— or die for glory. 

ISitsoftd weeps, regardless ^ Eumenes' eniranctm 

Enter I s m e n e ; Guards, 'with E u m e n E s /« Chains. 
Eum. to hm,'\ Is that the queen so fam*d for miseries? 
Ism. It is. X 

Eum. How sweetly awful!— ~how adom*d by 

sorrows ! * 
Ism. Why dost thou pause ? the queen admits thee 

nearer. 

Eum. No wonder so much sweetness, so distressM, 
MovM ev'n so greatly distant— as to me, 
And drew me from my desert ! — Give me leave 
To stand awhile — ^and gaze unmark'd, and note her. 

O h, ye protecting gods 1 whatever becomes 
Of an abandoned, nameless tiling like me» 
Bless this supreme unfortunate ! 

Im. Madam— —-the prisoner waits* 
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Meropgy turning to observe bimJ}^ murderer this I— 
Come forward, stranger. 
—A mien like this a murderer's !-^Can it be, 
That looks so formM for truth, somark'd for innocence. 
Cover a cruel heart ?-r-Come nearer, youth : 
Thou art unhappy : bid that fate proteft thee, 
And speak as to an ear that loves the wretched. 
Answer me now — Whose w^ls the blood thou shed'st ? 

Eum, Oh, queen 1 — ^Yet— »fbr a moment-^spare my 
tongue. 

iWrr. Murder and modesty I— ^whence all this 
shame ! 

Bum, RespeiV, confusion— something her e i i ■ 
unnam'd. 

And never felt till now — ^have bound my tongue ; 
But oh! do justice to your power to shake me, 
And let not hesitation pass for guilt. 
Mer. Go on — ^who was he whom I'm told thou 
hast kill'd ? 

Eum, One who with wrongs and in$ult urg'd taj 
rashness, 
Yoimg blood takes fire too aptly, 
. Young I was he young ? 
Ice at my conscious heart were warm— vcompar'd 
With what he chiljs my soul with l^Didst thou know 
himf 

Etm. I did not. All Mycene's earth and air. 
Her cities and her sons, are new to mt. 
AJrr. What! was he arm'd, this young assaulter I 
&M9e 
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With malice, or for robbery ? Be of comfort j 
If he attacked thee thy defence was necessary. 
And sad necessity makes all things just. 

Eum» Heaven is my witness I provofc'd him not* 
'T js not in valour's wish to offer insult, 
'And sure it is no crime to check it offcr'd. 

Mer, On then— relate the chance that led thee hithei . 

Eum. Entering your borders I beheld a temple 
8acred to Hercules, the god my soul, 
Low as my lot was, aspires to honour. 
—What should I do, bare vot'ry as I was ? 
I had no oft' 'rings, brought no victims with me. 
Poor and oppressed by fortune, what I could 
I gave — knelt, and pour'd a heart before him, 
Warm as a hundred hecatombs ! pure, humble. 
Pious, and firm — ^Th' unhappy can no more. 
I ^K'd not for myself his imdue blessing, 
I pray'd protection to his own high race. 
For I had heard, great queen ! your wrongs required it* 
The present god, mcthought, received my prayer j 
His altar trembled, and his temple rung. 
Keen undulating glories beam'd about me s 
I know not how I bore it — but my heart, 
Full of the force infusM, at once grew vaster j 
My swelling courage, far above myedf. 
Sustained me— -and I glow'd with all the god, 

Mer, {rising in emotion,] Go on, methinks the god 
thou nam''st speaks in thee, 
And cv'ry hearer glows, as warm'd as thou ! 
fium, I bow'd, 9jxd left the temple — ^Following camt 
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Two men of haughty stride, with angry low'r ; 

Roughly accosting they reproach'd my prayer: 

How did I dare, they ask*d, solicit Heaven 

To aid sedition's purposes? No god 

Should save a wretch like me, proscrib'd by power* 

—•I heard astonishM, and prepared to speak, 

When with impatient fierceness each nus*d arm, 

With rage conjoined came on, 
Mer, [mterruptingJ] Both !— Came they 

To wound thee? 
Eum. Both, with madman's frenzy. 

Struck at my breast ignobly. 
Mer. Thou hast eas'd me. 

Go oiw-These men had souls that match'd their fate. 

Eum. Unarmed and inoffensive, so surpris'.d. 
The god I had addressed repaid my prayer. 
—Warding the weakest stroke with swordless hand, • 
Swiftly I clos'd, and seiz'd the wrested steel 
From him whose stronger arm more nearly press'd me y 
Seiz'd it with lightning's swifhiess, for oppression 
Houses distress to vengeance— On himself 
I him'd his pointed weapon, sav'd my breast. 
And plung'd it in his own — ^He fell— the other 
Started, and curs'd, but like a coward fled. 
Fake to his dying fellow — Mighty Q^enl 
This is the sad short truth: may the kind power 
I bow'd to, touch your ear and move your pity f 
Mer, She were a tigress that could hear this tale 
And pause upon thy pardon — Still go on. 
Now wert thou seiz'd? hide nothing, and hope 
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Eum, Shocked by uncertain dread for what was done 
I gaz'd astonished round, and marked beneath 
Where at a furlong's distance the salt wave 
Broke on the shore. Sudden I snatch'd the corpse. 
And hast'ning to the beach gave it to the seat 
That done I sigh'd and fled. Your guards, great Queen I 
For what escapes such eyes as Heaven's and your'sl 
Unseen by me mark'd all, followed, and took me. 

iW^, \to Euricles,'] Did he resist when seiz'd ? 

Eum. I could not. Madam 5 
The name of Merope disarmed my will. 
They told me they were your's j X bow'd and yielded, 
Qave 'em my new gained sword, and took their chains. 

Eur. This youth by him he kill'd was judged another. 

Mer. Oh, I have noted all, and Heaven was just. 
— I^ire to farther distance, gentle youth ! 
I'll tell thee, Auricles, 

Methought at ev'ry word this wanderer spoke 

Pity or something tenderer than pity. 

Clung to ray tender heart-strings ; nay, 'twas stranger f 

For I will tell thee all — Cresphontca' features, 

** Heav'ns! what ideas hopes and fears can raise !" 

My dear dead manly lord's resembled featui'e j 

I saw an4 trac'd ( I blush to think what folly !) 

Trac'd^ — in this cottage hero's honest face. 

Ism. Compassion is a kind and generous painterj 
—Yet Truth herself must grow as blind as fortune 
Ere she could look on that unhappy youth 
Antl find him less than worth her kindest pity. 

pur, Ismenc speaks my thoughts j he's innocent 
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The gods have ttamp'd their mark of candour on himi 
And no impostor^s art inhabits there. 
Mer. [to EumiTtes.l Again approach me— In what part 
of Greece 

©id it please Heav'n to give thee birth^ good youth ? 

Eum, [advancing.'] In £iis, generous Queen! 

Mer, InElis Tell me, 

I hopM it had been nearer— -hast thou ever 
In thy low converse heard the swains thy neighboiuiv 
Mention the name of Narbas-^r Eumenes ? 
—The last thou must have heard of. 

Eum, Never, Madam. 

Mer. Never f— That's strange! What then was th/ 
condition ! 

What thy employment, and thy father's name ? 

Eum. My father Was a shepherd leam'd and wise I 
Prince of the sylvan shades and pas'tral vale 5 
He ledth' attra6ted hearts of list'nihg swains 
And pleas'd *em into subj06ts — ^in himself 
Too humble for distinction— had not virtue 
Compeird him intOhnotice 
He liv-d unenvy'd 5 for excelling all 
He veil'd superiour eminence by modesty ; 
No cl^m'd exemption eas'd his life from care | 
Peacefully poor, and rcv'rently bclovM, 
His fleecy harvests fed him, and his name 
Was Policletes, Madam. 

Mer, What thy own? 

Burn. LoWa like my past'fal care— to cottage ear9 
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Adapted-— and wuform*d for your regard, 
•—Yet Elis oft' may deign to speak of— DfHilai. 

Mer. Oh, I have lost my hope : Heaven mocks relief^ 
And ev^ry starting spark is quenched in darkness. 
^ then your parents held no rank in Greece ? 

Eum^ Did rank draw claim from goodness they have 
rights 

Would leave all place behind ^em : inborn virtue; 

Can borrow no enlargement, but lends all' 
" That keeps contempt from titles." 

Mer, Ev'ryword 
He utters has a charm ?— But why at home 
So blessM, and to such parents doubly dear. 
Didst thou, forgetful of the care thou owed'st 'em. 
Quit their kind cot and leave 'em to their tears > 

Eum, A vain desire of glory first seduc'd me» 
Oft* have I heard my father mourn Mycene, 
Weep for her civil wars and sulTring queen j 
Off had he charm'd my young aspiring soul 
With wonder at your firmness — So inflamed 
I learnt by slow degrees to think my youth 
Disgraced by homefelt virtues, weighed the call 
Of glory against duty, and grew bold 
To hope my humble arm might add some aid 
To prop your warring standards — See, great Queeijl 
The only motive of my erring rashness j 
For Heaven has taught me, tho' it loves your causC|^ 
I merit my distress, who left my father. 
Wanting perhaps in age*s feeble calls 
Some help I might have lent him — 'T was a fault ; 
But *t was my first, suid I may live %o mend }t. [ A^Ue^ 
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Mer. Methinks I hear Eumenes— So my soul 
Informs me had he known descent thus lowly 
So my Eumenes would hkve thought and spoke. 
—Such is his age where'er concealed he mourns> 
Perhaps too such his fortune--dnven like this 
From realm to realm, a waniiVer thus luiknown ! 
Friendless and hopeless, and exposed to poverty ! 
—I will have pity on this youth's distress. 
And cultivate his fortune — What bold noise ? 

[Shouts heard nvithout. 
Whence can such rudeness flow ! — ^What is't, Ismene ? 
Jsm. [atan*3iHd(yw, ]A11 ills are Polyphontes. The 
vile rabble 

Shout, their sure vote for treason. Pol5rphontes 
Is king proclaimed — ^and hope is now no more. 
Eum. Oh for the sword once more your guards took 
from me ! 

Now, now, I feel these chains ; now first they bind me. 

Mer, Give him his swoi'd, let him be free as air. 
Honest proposer ! — ^but thy help's too weak 
To prop a throne in danger 

Eum, Oh,Qiaeenl — forgive presumption in the poor. 
When they dare pity greatness. 

All have their miseries — ^but when crowns growwretched 
«« Tis arrogance in mean ones to complain. [Exit £um« 

Eur, Toofar«illy Iprophesy'd — Confess 
This hard necessity which now you find*. 
And seem at least to sooth the tyrant's hope. 

Mer, I misconceiv'd the gods : I durst not dream 
They could have bid guilt thrive and given up virtue, 
* iwir. They will not, Madam, 
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^ Mer. So my sad heart still 
Struggles to hope, and if they mark my wo« 
They will forgive my rashness. 

Eur. Come what must 
I will assemble round you the few faithful. 
And, failing to protect, partake your fall. [Exit Eur. 

Mer. Oh, people ! people ! they who trust your faith 
Bid the wild winds blow constant. 

Ism, The people's voice is called the voice of gods. 

Mer, What villain baseness wants some bold pre- 
tence 

That drags in Heaven to grace it! thefts, plots, peijurics. 

Avarice, revenge, tlie bloody zeal of pride, 

And unforgiving bitterness of heart, 

AU— ^have their gods to fiiend, their priests to san6lify. 



£«/^r EURICLES uuitb a sworJ, 

Eur, Sorrow on sorrows bear down hope's last prop. 
Now be a queen indeed ! — arm your great heart 
With preparation to its utmost stretch, 
For if it stands this shock its power *s immortal. 

Mer, No— I am sinking from all sense of pain. 
And shall grow safe by want of strength to suffer. 
Speak — there is now but one sad truth to dread. 
And my soul waits it heard — then rests for ever^ 

Eur, It has pleas'd Heaven — this sword I this fatal 
sword. 

Xer, I understand thee 5 thou would'st say he's 
dead, 

P 
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Eur, Oh! 't is too surely so j th' atrocious crime 

last succeeded— and all care is vain. 
Mer, Gods ! gods — \ is done — ^now all your boltg 

have struck me 1 
hm. Guard hec distracted brain ! 
Eur, Save her, kind Heaven ! 
. Mer. What have I done ? where have I been ? 
Eur, Alas! where grief too oft' 

• a left th' unhappy RecoUe^h 

Mer, Oh, Euricles ! I recoUe£i too much :. 
Trust my sustaining heart, it breaks not yet. 
Comfort's brief clouds, methought, came shadowin|f 
o'er me j 

But I am found again, a wretch so friendless 
That madness will not lend relief, but shuns me. 

Eur, Perish that young, that impious hypocrite ! 
That ill-admir'd attraflor of your pity, 
Whom your prote<Stion spar'd for fancy'd viitue ! 
• Mer, Who?— what? 

hm, NotDorilas? 

Eur, Him, him ^that Dorilas. 

Mer, Monster ! beyond all credit of deceit I 

hm. He i 't is impossible. 

Eur, He was the murderer ; 
I bring too dear a proof. Passing but now 
I found him waiting, freed him from his chains, 
And to re-arm him for the cause he chose 
Caird for his sword — which, as he SLtetch'd his hand 
To take, I mark'd, and trembled at the view. 
These once- known gems — too well remember'd hcrc^ 
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Mer, [T£!ktng ibe riv9rd.'\ Oh, all ye sice jnng gods ! 
't was my Cresphontes' ; 
*T was the king's swof d, Narbas, beyond all doubting, 
Sav'd it that dreadftil night for my Eumeues. 
Oh, what a false vile tale this flatterer formed 
To cheat us into pardon ! 
Take the dumb dreadful witness from my sight. 

iGhfing Euricles ibe s'lvorJ, . 
Yet stay — return it me — \Kesu7ites tbesuoord andkneeU. 
I thank ye, gods ! 

Think your inspiring justice, and accept it 5 
Live but to thank you for tlus dire due sacrifice. 
Which from the childless mother's widow'd hand 
Your heavcn-dire£led vengeance well demands. 

[She rises » 

Yes, I will sheathe it on my husband's tomb. 
Deep in the bleeding murd'rer's panting heart. 

Then, scorning Polyphontes, pierce my own/' 
So die reveng'd and safe — ^absolving heaven, 
i' Go, Euricles 

Eur. Not so— Yet bear his sight. 
That from his own dire mouth we may compel 
Discovery of his guilt's commission'd cause, 
And to the bottom search this fatal tale. [£;r/f Eur. 

Ism. Eroxl the tyrant's minister of dea^. 

Enter Erox. 

Brox, [Aside^ Now aid me, wily powers of win- 
ning art P' 
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Mer. How now ! What bold intrusion placed thee 
here ? 

Erox. Queen of the kingdom's lord, his heart's Wgli 
empress ! 
Suffer a voice unequal to the task 
To wrong th' intrusted sense of his told grief, 
Who sends me to condole you— fPoiyphontes, 
Had you but smoothed that brow's majestic bend» 
I meant to *ave said the king— rthis moment heard 
The fate most pity'd of the prince your son. 
Heard, and takes equal part in all your . wrongs. 

Mer. More than his part he tak^ in what is mint, 
EI se had he never dar'd aspire to seize , 
His master's throne, or name my murder- d son. 

£rox» Wishing he waits but leave. Respeft is delicat^ 
And would not, unadmitted, now approach. 
Fain would he talk of comfort to your sorrows. 
Who weeping wants the power to curb his own. 

Mer, What would your artful sender come to say ? 

Erox. To beg that to his hand you would commit 
This hateful murderer's punishment— He glows 
For vengeance in your cause j should think, his claiiii 
Unworthy a crown's trust, less worthy your's, 
Gould he forget that justice props a throne. 

Mer, No, tell him no; my hand revenges here ; 
Too short of reach, heaven knows! but what it can 
Jt shall, and neither asks nor bears his aid. 

Erex, The kii^g too tenderly regard your wil| 
To cross it ev'n n anger — ^less in re?i$on« 
W humbly take my leavf . 
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Mir. I grant it gladly/' [Exit Erox. 

Hunted on cv'ry side, why waits distress 
Till still new growths of anguish more oppress ? 
How poor a thing is life dragg'd on to age, 
To stand the pity'd mark of Fortune's rage ! 
Death shuts out mis*ry, and can best restrain 
The bite of insult and the goad of pain. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

The T 7mb of Cresphontes. 

NAkBAS alcne. 
Hail, venerable scene ! hail, sacred shade ! 
Hail, sad-sought manes of my long-lov'd lord I 
My eyes* last objc£l on Mycenian earth. 
Was thy dear life and empire lost in blood, 
Now late returning, their first mourning search, 
Finds in this cold still tomb the vfhoie shrunk reach 
Of thy contracted reign ; yet here, ev'n here. 
Were thy Eumenes rendered back, ev'n here 
Narbas had held some hope to sooth thy ghost. 
How shall I meet his mother mournful eye. 
Who bring new weight to woes overcharged before ! 
From cv'ry maddening street I hear loud shouts j 
Those execrable bawds to flatter'd power 
Proclaim the traitor Polyphontes king. 
He w^ho from clime to clime track'd our sad way. 
Held like a hunt«d dear his prince in cliase, 
D iij 
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Hot iiipursmt for murder ! — ^Each known J)rospe6t, 
Each pointy each outlet, of this neighb'rbg palace 
Brings to affliftedmem'ry some new stroke 
Of sorrow fresh to pain— tho' fifteen winters 
Have snow-d their whiteness on me since tliey fell ! 
Would I could find the face of some old friend ! 
But what court friendship's life lasts fifteen winters ? 
Soft — ^whom has heaven sent here ? If Innocence 
Dwells yet on earth, such looks as these must house it. 

[Starts as Ismcne conus nearsr. 
Bless the resembled mother's copy'd softness ! 
'T is my Ismene, 't is my own dear daughter! 
Time cannot hide her from a parent's eye, 
Child as she was — and chang'd since last I saw her. 

Enter Is;med]e, foU§vjed by a train of Virgins in 'wbUf^ 
luho bring baskets, and strew Jlo'wers on the tomb. 

Ism, Who is this bold unknown, so sagely fonn'd. 
Yet indiscreetly rude— at such an hour 
To break abruptly on the queen's sad purpose? 

Nar, Fairest of form s 

Ism, Who are you ? 

Nar. Chide me not, 
$weet pi^hire of the powers who shed soft -pity ! 
—I am a nameless, friendless, weak, old man t 
Once I was a servant to the queen you serve j 
Oh, grant the gracious privilege to see her t 

Ism, Rev'rend and wise j the first I see yo« are| 
last my heart conceives you — ^what a time 
Have your misguided wants unaptly chosen 1 
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Your sight would now offend her— deep distress, 
Fiom dire solemnity of purpose, brings her: 
*T were prudent to withdraw. 

Nar, [in a low 'voice. ^ Come near, Isracne. 

Ism. Immcntai powers ! who can it be ? he knows me I 
fain would I dare mix hope with fear and wonder. 

[Approaching him. 

ifar. Thou art my child. Kind Heaven has Jitnt 
thee to me. 
> . Be cautious, and observe. 

Ism. [kneeling,'] Prophetic heart. 
Oh, sir— I caimot speak ! 

Nor. [raising her,"] Hide thy suY-prise, 
Ere yet some dang'rous note dete£l^s our meetings 
■ ■ S oft as thy eyes, Ismene, be thy voice, 
And answer to my question — Round this tomb 
Why thus Jtssiembled moves that virgin train ? 

Lm. Alas ! the affli^ed queen 
Pistra6^ed comes— to offer on this tomb 
lier life's last sacrifice — a dreadful vi^iim ! 
T he mmrd'rer of her son. 

Nor, Eumenes dead ! 

Ism. Alas ! sir, could you be a stranger to it? 
Nar. Blast of my soul's best hope! — Who dar'd thh 
vllany ? 

Lm. A yonXh who found him in Alcides' temple j 
I One from Mhose air of manly modesty 
1 None surely could have fear'd — ^Behold, he comes ; 
5 That fctterVl criminal is he Oh, sir ! 
. Whcrt wHlye now be hid ? 
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Nar, In death, Ismene, 
If I now hear and see, and am not dreaming. 
Ism. From the queen's eye I dare no longe r ■ 

Nar, Stay: 

Queens, kings, nor gods, shall tear tliee from my arm 
Till tliou hast heard me fully. 

\Sole?rm procession to a dead inarch \ Me ROPE; Eu- 
RiCLES ^tth the s^jjord'y Eumenes w chains^ 
Guards, Priests, as to sacrifice, — The Queen goes 
up 'weeping, and kneels silent at the tomb, tvhile tbc 
rest range themselves on each side of the scene, 

f* Nar. [to Ism.] Some black-sourd fiend, some fury ' 

risen from hell, 
Has darkened all discernment — Called'st thou not 
** That fetter'd youth the murd'rer of Eumenes? 
** Ism, I caird him so, too truly. . 
** Nar, He is Eumenes ! 
*' What angry god misleads the queen to madness ? 
** She dreams Eumenes kiir^—— and kills Eumenes ! 
Ism. Now are my heart's late tremblings well 
explained. 

" Quick let me rush and warn her erring band. 
** Nar. Not for a thousand worlds — to save him 
Were but to lose him surer — ^Polyphonies 

" Has ears and eyes too near us 

*< I may anon find means, when all are busy'd. 
To hide myself unmark'd amidst the cnud." 

[Sad and solemn music, thsn a Song Sacrifici ^ ibg 
cbiej Priest.'] 
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Hear, from the dark and stUnt shade \ 

Heofp ye fale hands of death : 
CUdmgfrpm graves, uuhere onceyoi^r bones <were laid^ 

Receive a murderer'' s breath. 

Chorus of Pnests and Virgins. 
Receive a murderer* s breath. ' 

Mer. Irising and coming forward."] Where is this vic- 
tim — odious to all powers, 
^ut one-r-the dreadful Nemesis > 

[The Guards bring up Eumenes. 

Eur. Yet ere he dies 
*T were fit some force of torture should compel him 
To name his vile accomplipes* 

Mer. It shall, 
Say, monster I what provok'd thee to this guilt, 
And what associates joined thee ? 

EUm. I a{^al— <rf 
The gods, who find it fit my soul should buy 
^t thb dear rate the moment's hope you lent it t 
Those gods can witness for me, they who purse 
The peijur'd, and disclaim the base one's safety : 
My lips detest imposture ; 

—Nor know I by what change in Heaven's high will 
I, who of late so bless'd and touched your pity, 
l^'all now beneath your anger. 

Mer. View this sword. [TMng the sword from Euiic. 
Know you the dreadfiil object i 

Eum> 'T was the villain's 
Itfy ju9t h4x^ punish'd with it. 
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Mer. Seize hinv, rend him, 
Swift to tht destined altar drag the traitoi: : 
He owns it, glories in his bloody crime, 
And my shocked soul akcs at him. ' 

[The guards seisce Bid. 

' Bum, OfP Laway- - " [Strt^ivtg: 

Spare your officious graspi 1 will be heard 

One last loud word— -in spite of arms and insult/ 

Mer. [after a signal to the Guards ^ njuho quit Eumenes.l 
TlwutheA who deal'st ir^ death*, canst find death fearful. 

Bum. No, madam, you mistake : death shakes the 
happy; 

But he who is a wretch receives him gladly. 
—Yet 'gainst imputed guilt the humblest wrongM 
Rise bold in innocence. 

Tell me, nor let your pride deface your pity. 
Whose so high-rated blood was this I shed ? 
—If he was dear to you cufs'd be my memory 
Or I had rather lost my own than his ! 

Mer, Where h^sthis cruel wretch been taught deceit? 
Why was that look, so like Cresphcftites— his t 

\Half fainting. 

Bur. Great Queen I sustain your purpose ; think of 
vengeance. 
The laws of nature, and the lives of kings. 
Bum, Dp laws and kings then call injustice vengeance^ 
hame on the great ! Why long'd my eyes for couits ? 
** Courts ! where the pride of guilt lays claim to honour! 
** — Haughty of heart why have they souls thus abject ? 
" They threaten, praise, fright, flatter, and insult me I 
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«• — »Yct, ob ! 't was just." 1 left my father rashly. 

Felt not the pangs,, weighed nut the tears I cost hun. 
Fate drew me from my forest's guiltless quiet. 
Deaf to the warnings of a father's wisdom. 
And a griev'd mother's bodings. 

Mer. Mothej^ said he ! 
Barbarian! han thou yet a mother left thee ? 
I was a mothef^ too— till thy fell hand 
jDepriv'd me of a son, and all life's comforts. 

Eum, A son !■ ■■ your son ! 

Mer, Mine, monster! murderer! mine. 

Bum. " If such was my misfortune, such my curse." 

If Heaven has made it possible that he 

Who in a fatal moment crr'd— and fell 

By my ill-destin'd rashness, was your son. 

Earth holds not such another wretch as I am. 

And mercy's faintest glimpse should shun to reach me — 

Mer^ Mercy i thou hypocrite If thou dar'st piay, 

Kaise thy 4umb hands, and ask in vain from Heaven 
Tl^e mercy thou deny'st my dying son. 
/ Eum. Yet heap 

Mer, Stop his detested mouth, 
Force the doom'd yiSt\m to the altar's foot, 
Veil him from lig^it, no more to be beheld ; 
Hide his quench'd eyes for ever, 

[TiMJo PrUstj approaching nvitb a <veil, be matches it, 
and tbro^ujs it from him,] 

Eum. Off, ye vain forms ! 
pover the eyes of cowards, mine disdain ye i 
Mine can with stedfast advancing scorn 
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Look in death's face fuU-sightcd — When it comes 

'T is to be met not hid ^ 

Welcome eternal day, bad world farewell. 

I Advances betiAJcen the Priests to ibe Tomb^ fdbnuid 

by tbe Queen, Euricles, Ismene, (Sc. 
Mer. [at tbe tomb uuitb tbe snuord drawp, and'Evaatnc^ 
kneeling ready."] Shade of my murder'd husband— hear 
my call. 

Cborus of singers^ tvoices,"] Oh hear! 

Mer. Soul of my bleeding son, hear thou! 

Cborus of singers^ voices. 'i Oh hear! 

Mer. Unexpiated souls — ^if in those glooms 
Where walk the sullen ghosts of earth-wronged kingf 
You hear atonement's voice, and wait redress* 
Rise from your dire domains. 

Cborus of singers^ voices. 1 Oh rise ! 

Mer. Thou last 
Tremendous power, pale goddess, present ttilll 
To direful vengeance nerve this lifted arm. 
And thus assistin g 

llsmtne preventing tbe bhw^ Narbas breaks ini$ stgbi^ 
and cries out loudly."] 

Nar. Stay, stay that bloody purpose; 
Death has already been too busy here. 
And Heaven disclaims such sacrifice. 

Mer. {in a frigbtedandtrembUngattitude]^ho art thou? 

Eur, Oh, 't is Narbas i 
Cautious conceal this chance, or ruin finds him. 

Ism. [aside to tbe Queen.] Your victim is your son— • 
the Prince Eumeats, 
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[Mcropc/rf/ fall the sfword, astomsbed and trembling,^ 

Eum> [raising himself to look round,'] I heard a wcU- 
known v<mcc, now heard no longer. 
Open* sad eyes, once more from the gravels brinks 
And find what seemM Oh ! *t is— it is-^-my father ! 

Nor. [aside to Eum.] Hear, and be mute. Thy fete^ 
unwary youth, 
Depends upon thy silence. 

Eum. Whence, oh ye powers! 
Can all these myst'ries rise ? 

Mer. Oh, His too much! 
And life and I are lost. [Faints y and is supported hy Ism* 

Nar. Assist the queen. 

Ism^ Stay your unhallowM rites; the queenH in danger. 
Eur. Quit, rev'rend priests, your unpropitious sa- 
crifice. [Exeunt Priests. 
Follow me, guards 5 I will secure your victim. 
Eum. Oh, fathe r 

Nar. [to Eum.] Shun me, and patient wait th' inK 

portant cause. 
Eum. Oh, bid me ere I die but hope ycur pardon^ 
And if I leave you bless'd 't is all my prayer. 
Nar, No more — the gods who love reward thy virtue. 

[^ Soldiers and Euricles^* off with Eumenes* 
Ism. Kind Heaven restores the queen. 
Mer. Where — ^whither have ye brought me? 
Ismene, what means thb? why weep my virgins? 
Oh, I have killed him! [Looking uuildly round her] for • 
I see him not j 

And I am doomed to pains in life immortal 1 
E ' 
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Nar. Ease your sad heart's too apprehcmive startings ; 
Euricles has sccur'd him, and nothing 's known. 
Mer, Still that kind vision haunts me— Art thou 
Narbas ? 

Nar. Let my tears answer-n^-In this gust of joy-^- 
J give you back my trust, my kirtg ^umenes. 

Mer, [on her knees. Ohj gracious Heaven! support ^ 
woman's weakness. 
And what my heart, yet panting, fails to Htter, 
Take from my soul's touched sense, and make my prayer, 
Vou are too grea( for thanks, too good for duty. [Risei. 

^-enter, Euricles hastily. 

• Eur. Death to th' insatiate tyrant's thirst of insult I 
This royal scandal to the name he steals 

Has with some fatj^l purpose sei^'d the king, 
And holds him to exaniine, 

Mer. Follow me 5 
Now shall he see what marks denote the queen. 
What difterence 'twixt the guilty ^d the wrong'd. 

[Qoing. 

Nar. Madam— »it must not be. 
Bur. Stay— curb this rashness, 

• Mer. Is he not mine ? is he not yours, your king ? 
Eur. The moment you confess that dangerous truth 

No god but hated Hymen saves Eumenes. 

Mer. There thou hast let in light upon my foul-^ 
Jlather than wed this Polyphontcsi— — 

Nar. Wed him! 
Wed Polyphontcs I 
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Eur. Himi 

Nar. The world's last groan 
Wj^app^d in surrounding fires had less amazM roe ! 

Eur, is with that view the people call liim king. 
Since he reveng'd Cresphontes' blood they say 
He beat— 

Nar, He !— ev'ry curse of death Surround him ! 
He! he revenged I—^The villain*s own damn*d traia 
Shed, spilt it. I beheld them, tracM the fiend 
I'hro' all his dark disguises^hro' night's eye 
Saw the pak murd'rer stalk amidst his fuiies^ 
His was the half- hid torch, the postern key. 
That open'd to the rebels* rage the palace, 
in the pierc*d infant breasts of two doomed inndcents 
I saw him plunge his poignard, twice received it 
fieep in my own, ehcumber'd with ray charge. 
Struggling t<5 bear the third sav'd prince to shelter. 
And track'd by my lost blood with pain escaped him. 

Af^fr. When will my growing horrors reach their end ? 
Oh ! my fix'd hate was instin^i ! something fatal 
Dwelt on his dreadful brow, ind bade me shun him. 
Blind, headlong, ill-discemihg, noise-driv'n, people*! - 

Eur, [looking Soft, the tyrant comes ! 

Mer^ Can the gods leave that possible?"— 
Narbas, be hid this moment— \^Extt Narbas. 

Euricles ' ^ 

Fly thou — find to my mournful son access. 
Comfort his fears, but Jceep the secret from him. 

lExit Eur. ' 
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i«/^PotYPHONTES in nuptial robes, Ekox and Train, 

Pofyp. Health to my sovereign late, now, so the states 
pecree, my m(t, my sister, and my soul ! 
DressM is the altai*, and the priests attend- 
Nay, do not turn aside, and shun your triumph : 
Look, and admire the wonders of your power : 
The god of love to day smooths all my wrinkle^ 
And "1 am taught by joy to smile back youtli. 
One care alone precedes impatient love 5 
They tell me your too tender heart recoil'd. 
And lost your purposed vengeance— Let it be I 
Beauty was meant to wound a gentler way : 
Mine be the stroke of justice. When I view 
The miurd'rous stripling thro' the grief he brought you 
Pity disdains his cause, and fate demands him. 

Mer, I find myself, *tis true, too weak for vengeance i 
WQu|d I had power more equal to my wrongs ! 

Polyp, Leave it to me 5 't is a king's right ; I claim it. 

Mer. I shall consider of it. 

Polyp, Why? what doubt you ? 
Sbckens your anger that your vengeance hesitates ? 
Is your son's mem'ry now less dear than lately ? 

Mer. Perish the will that wrongs him! but this 
murderer— 
This youth — They tell me you suspeft accomplices*? 
Were it not prudent to suspend his fate 
Till he declares who join'd him ? 

Polyp, What expeft you 
To cle^r, besides your son'^ knowa fall ? . 
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Mer, His father's—— 
That was a cup of gall — Oh, conscious guilt. 
How dumb thy voice, unlook'd-for, strikes the bold ! 

\^Astde. 

Polyp, [after a pause, Well— ev'n of that too, we 

ourself will ask him. 
Mer, You are too busy, sir, in a pursuit 
That least admits your quick'ning. 

?ol^. Strange perplexity 1 
That what most seeks your ease should most offend ? 
But spring it whence it may, the cause remov'd. 
There ends the doubt and pain— This wretch shall die. 

\G(nng, 

Mer, Barbarian! horrible! inhuman! — Sir, 
Why have you sought to startle me — I fear'd 
You meant to snatch my viftim from my vengeance. 

?olyf. But — shall he really die ? 

Mer, Die ! — who— he die ? 

?olyp. This murd'rer of your son. 

Mer, I go this. moment, 
And will' alone examine him. 

Polyp, Stay, madam. 
This new embarrassment of mingled pains. 
This tendern^s in rage, these hopes, fears, startlngs. 
This art to colour some ill-hid distress, 
That casts confusion o*er your troubled soul. 
Half sentences broke short, looks fill'd with horror, 
Are nature's thin disguise to cover danger : 
Something you will not tell alarms my caution, 
And bids my summoned fear take place of love. 
£ iij 
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In enrring here I had a glimpse but now 
Of an old man who seem'd to shun my presence i 
Why is he fled ? who was he ? 

Mer, Scarce yet call'd 
A king — ^and see, already fill'd with jealousies ! 

Polyp, Be kind and bear your part then— burthen^ 
shared 

Press light the eas'd sustainer^. Come, your hand. 

Mer. A moment since you talkM but of revenge, 
Now 't is again all love — Away, keep separate 
^lyo passions nature never yet saw join'd. 

Polyp, Let it be so then ; <}eath shall straight renoove 
That obstacle, and one wish rem';ins : 
Follow at leisure you, wliile I prepare. 

[Exeunt Polyphonies, Erox, and Train. 

Mer. A6t for me now, and save me, great Alcides I 
T^o power like thine all things are possible, 
And grief oppressed on earth finds friends in heaven ; 
Tlien, when the woe-sunk heart is tir'd with care. 
And ev'ry human prospedt bids despair. 
Break but one beam of heavenly comfort in 
And a new race of triumphs thence begin. 

[^Exitimtb AUendants. 

ACT IV. SCENE L 

ne Castle of Vo\Y^hontt%. Enter ?olytuohte% 
and Erox. 
Polyphonies, 

She has her views, I mine — I should have fearM ^ 
wnc hint's oiHciout rtach had touched her ear j ^ 
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I should have dreamt her e^es had catch*d some glance 

To guide discovery down the dark abyss 

Where my close crime lies veil'd in dumb obscurity, 

But that I know she is a woman, Erox, 

And bom to be capricious. 

Erox. Pride, not distaste 
Holds out her heart against you. 

Folyp, Let her keep it 5 
My hope is humbler, Erox ; 'tis her hand 
I seek : hearts are girls' gifts to school-boy lovers. 
Now let her spleen start wild j when time serves aptly 

Means shall be found to curb it Thou art com« 

From sounding this fierce captive son of wonder | 
What have thy thoughts concluded ? 

Erox. 'Tisnothe; 
No race of Hercules need there alarm you : 
This but some rural brave, of simple nuture. 
Void of ambition's flame 5 bold, blunt, and honest } 
Fearless of menace, tasteless of reward ; 
And wanting ev'n the wish to dare for power. 
He cannot be Eumenes. 

Folyp. Who then is he ? 

Erox. He says he is a shepherd's son ; what mor* 
He will not be provok'd nor brib'd to tell. 
Firm without fierceness, without weakness gentle. 
Open as day-light, yet as dumb as death ;' 
Spite of my prejudice he forced my praise. 
And hatred must admire him. 

?<^jp. Praise him on. 
Be what or whom he may *t is fit he die* 
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The people, who conclude his punishment 
nfli(5led for Eumenes* fancy'd murder, 
Will dream that race extinct, and cleave to me; 
So danger comes less near, nor shakes my throne. » 
What hast thou learned of that concealed presumer, - 
Who, when the arm of Meropc was rais'd, 
Restiain'd it with some power that touched her soul ? 
Erox, The young man caird him father. Chance, 
it seems. 

In that nice moment brought him to his view : 
He mov'd the queen^s compassion for his son. 
Fled like a wanton from the good man's care. 
Who in his search came sorrowing on from Elis; 
Foljp, I cannot trust this tale : thou grow'st too 
credulous. 

Mysterious caution hangs too thick a veil 
O'er all their late proceeding?. That old man 
Left the queen's presence starting at my entrance. 
Why was he hid, if a young rustick's father ? 
Why should my coming fright him ? He has heard. 
Since then, lus son's redoubled danger dwells 
But in my menaces ; yet he comes not near me. 
I had ere now beheld him at my feet 
Had his heart trembled with a father's terrors. 

Erox, See, sir, he's freej and mark, the queen, 
how near— 

?o^p. I note it, and determine. 
Now, my siste r ■ ■ ■ 
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Enter Vl^KOfZi Ismene, Euricles, Eumene9» 
and Guards. 

Mer. You see, sir, I dare know and use my rights. 
How had your will presiun'd to seize niy vi6lim ? 
Am I but queen of shadows, that my vengeance 
Must move as you dire<5l it ? 

Poljp. Nobly urg'd! 
The viftim is your right, requires your hand j 
Mine had defaced your vengeance — I assumed 
Pretence to aid it but to fire your languor. 
Take courage j I resign him 5 with his blood 
Wash this relu£l:ant faintness from your heart. 
And give it warmth to meet me at the altar, 
Mer. Horrid and impious hope ! 
Polyf, Looks love so frightful ? 
Eum. \to Pol.] Who taught thee to associate love 
with cruelty ? 
What right has Cupid to a captive's blood ? 
Yet mispresume not tbat I pourt your pity ; 
He has too poor a view from life to prize it, 
"^hose death can only serve to shorten pain. 
But I am told thou calPst thyself a king j 
Know, if thou art one, that the poor have rights, 
And power in all its pride is less than justice. 
I am a stranger, innocent and friendless. 
And that proteftion which thou ow'st to all 

Js doubly due to me for I 'm unhappy. 

f*olyp. Proteftion is for worth 5 j^ilt calls for ven- 
geance. 
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Eum, And what does wrong^s licentious insult call 
for ? 

In my own just defence I killed a robber j 

Law caird it mUrder, and the queen condemned me : 

** Queens may mistake j ev'n gods who love grow 

partial;" 

I can forgive th' injustice of a mother, 

And could have bless'd her hand beneath the blow : 

** Natiire has weaknesses that err to virtue 

But what hast thou to do with mothers' vengeancis ? 

Law that shocks equity is reason's murder. 

Polyp, Sp young, so wretched, and so arrogant I 
Methinks the pride of an Alcides' blood 
Could scarce have swell'd a soul to loftier boldness. 

Mer, Pity presunlptUous heat j 't is youth's pfe- 
rogative. - ' 

Polyp: Mean-while, how happy such unpolish'd 
plainness 

To move defence from art so skill'd as your's! 
Your son 'sure lives; 

Mer. Lives! and shall live s I trust him to th^ gods: 
They can, they did, they will protect him. 

Polyp, What cannot woman's pity ? None who marki 
The willing pardon you soft looks ensure him 
Can charge your heart witli cruelty. 

Mer, My looks 
Perhaps hint meanings prudence should decline 
To lend too loud a tongue too — ^but there are 
Whose heajt speaks nothing, yet tells oil my a€Uons» 
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Polyp. Mark if I speak not now my hearths true 
language.— 
Traitor receive thy doom — »- [Dra^zving bis snjorJ. 

Mer. Imterpomg.Ji Strike.here! here, murdVer! 
Menace my breast, not his, 

Pofyp. Whose heart speaks now ? 

Eum. Now, ye immortals! not to die were not 
To triumph— ^To be pity'd here, so pjtyM, 
By such a queen as Merope ! — —T is glory 
That ev'ry power beneath a god might envy ! 

7*0^/. If you would have him live, confess, wh* 
is he? 

MfT, He i t) 

** £ur, [to Ism.] Oh ! we are lost ! 

** All, all is hopeless." 

Polyp, If he has right in you be swift to own him, 
Qr lose him by your silence, [Offns to kill Eumencs. 

Mer* Stay— he js — — 

Polyp, Who? what?-. — ^Say quickly— — 

Mer, He is my son Eumenes, 

Pol, [starting and aside, ^ 'T is as I fear'd, and all my 
schemes are air. [Stands pensively fix'd. 

Eum, Heavens !— did I hear that rightly ! 

Mer, [embracing bim,"] Thou art my son : 
Loud in the face of men and ears of gods, 
Grespontes was thy father : I attest it, 
I tell it to the winds, proclaim it, boast it !— 
Hear it, thou soul of murder! — I have found him, 
And if I lose him now whole Heaven shall curse thee. 

Eum, I cannot comprehend it — ^yet I kneel 
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To thank you out or deigning to deceive met 
«< Bless'd is his fate who dies in such a dream!" 

Mer. One way thou art deceived — ^the mother's love 
Forgets the raon^u-ch's danger— *Polyphonte« — 

Polyp, [starting,'] Go on— I meditated— but speak^ 
Madam. 

Mer, Thou now hast wrung from my affrighted heart 
The secret that oppressed it* Thou behold'st 
Thy kingdistress'dbcfore thee— Sigh if thou canst. 
Sigh for the son, prince, mother, fame, and nature. 

Polyp, How to resolve will ask some needful pause — 
Mean- while it shakes my faith to trust your story ; 
You hear the young man's honesty disclaims 
This greatness you would lend him, 

Eum, Modest sense 
Of my unequal worth compelled some doubting. 
But now 't is tmth contestless. Royal tears 
Flow not for pity'd falsehood, and they prove it. 

Mer. Tears touch not hearts of flint, and I will 
spare 'em. 

Did your pride [Kneels, J hear me — for your pity cannot 

See me an humble suppliant at your feet, 

Now first confessing I can fear your anger; 

This should beyond all proof of teai s convince j o* 

That Merope's his mother — Still you frown i 

I forget . 

My own long sorrows, all my wrongs and insults. 
Smile to the future, and absolve the past — 
JL.et.him but breathe — to reign were to be wretched. 
Cruel! you answer nothing — Look less dreadful — 
Easemy disti-adted soul, and speak some comf<*rt. 
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Eum. Oh, Madam ! quit that posture,.-My proud heart 
Aspires to keep the glory you have lent it. 
If I indeed was born to call you mother. 
Why do I see and hear you not a queen ? [ Rdses bir. 
Nor think, my soul too hauglity— No distress 
Absolves dejection: 't is the brave's pi*erogative 
To feel without complaining. 
*^Now — strike, tyrant—- 

^ Courage restrained from aft takes pride to suffer.." 
PqIjP. [to Mer.] 'Tis well, I have with just attention 
heard. 

And in impartial silence wcigh'd it all. 

Your sorrow claims some right to call for mine. 

And his high spirit charms me. I take him 

[Takes Eumenes ly the hand. 
Inte my heedfult care, remit his sentence. 
And if found your's adopt him as my son. 

Bum, Your's! said you?— your'sl 

Mer. Be patient, good Eumenes. 

Polyp. You know his destiny, you know what price 
I rate his life at : smile and meet my wishes ; 
For may the gods conjointly curse my reign 
If he survives refusal of my prayer! 
Bediink you. In an hour I shall expeft you. 
Where at the altar toth' attesting pow'rs 
You may proclaimyour choice. That momaitmakes him 
My viftim ormyson. Till then, ferewell. 

Mer> You cannot be so cruel — ^Leave him with me j 
To see him might persuade me 
JF 
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Polyp. See him there, » 
Sec liim in Hymen's Temple. Erox attend him. [^xi^Pol. 

Eum, Oh Queen! oh mother! 
If I already dare assume a right 
To call you by that dear that awful name. 
Think nothing that may misbecome your glory. 
Do notliing that may mix contempt with mine. 
I leave you to the care of Heav«n and die. 
Lead me to the tyrant. [Exeunt Eum. and Erox^ 

Mer. Fly, follow, Euricles j hold Ay kmd eye 
Fix'd to this tyrant's motions : fain would I dream 
He threatens but to fright me. 
" Eur. Willing hope 
ff So flatters to deceive you i too, toaiure 
* His puj-pose J ev'n by nature stern and bloody, 
•* How more when pow'r and safety prompt hiscruelt3rf 

[Exit Euricles, 

ifUr. Find thy good father, haste, Ismene, call him 
Tell him distress grows headstrong, and my soul 
f ickens for want of counsel. 

*'Ism. [aside. ^ What a blindness 

Is thirst of human grandeur ! give me, gods I 
" A cottage and concealment. Save the Queen, 

And from the curse of courts remotely place mc.*^ 

[Exit Izm. 

Mer. [Abme."] No, there is none, no ruler of the star 
Regardful of my miseries—— 
bh my beloved son J my eyes have lost thee ever 5 
f « I shall no more snatch comfort from thy hopes, 
ff Or wonder at thy sweetntti.*! 
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Why have the deities permitted this ? 
Why have they sported with a mortal's mind, 
Unpityinghis distraftions? sent him to me 
From a far distant land — sent him, for what ? 
To glut the murderer's sword who kill'd his father. 
Yet you are just, ye gods!— Amazing darkness 
Dwells o'er the eternal will, and hides all cause. 
I must not dare to tax almighty power 
For what I suffer from it. Let it but pay me 
With that curs'd tyrant's punishment attain'd, 
Let me but see myself depriv'd of him— 
See him expell'd from light, from earth, from name 
Deep as the cheerless void below can plunge him, 
And I vnM kneel [Kneeling,] a wretch, and thank your 
justice. 

Enter Ismemb ii^^NARBAS. 
If or. Oh Queen I august in woes! what wrongs arr 
yours. 

Mer, {rising, "] Yes, Narbas, I have sacrific'dmy son- 
Have giv'n him up to death— rhave madly own'd him. 
What mother who beheld her son as 1 did, 
X>oom'd and endanger'd, could have then kept silence ? 

Nar, Generous purpose! gloriously you err 'd. 
And fell, but from a height 't was fame to reach. 
Dry up your tears, and summon all your soul j 
Time presses, and a moment lost is fate. [Shouts beard. 

Ism. [looking out,'] Uproar and cries without, in rising 
wildness 



Digitized by 



5^ UtKOVt. AQU^^^ 

Heard from the city reach the palace walls, 
Sure sign of new confusion. 

Uar, I saw the tyrant meet th' expcfting Priests, 
Attended not in Hymeneal robe«, 
And pomp of bloody rites at dreadfuf altars : 
To these his hand consign'd the vi6tim led, 
And deafning shouts received him^From the train 
Of priestly horrours this way movM their chieft. 
Followed by loud Kcentious bursts of joy, 
Amid th' enormous swell of whose coarse roar 
All I distmftly heard was Polypbbntes. 

Met, Where are my guards arm'd for my vengeance? 
Call 'em. ' 

Enter three Vxit'&Xt. 
What are you here already ? — Out of my sight 
Ye sanctify'd deceits I you whose bold arts 
Rule rulers, and compel ev'n kiogs to awe-^ 
B gone, fly, vanish! 

Ye mouths of mercy and yc bands of blood t 
Chief Pr. Sorrows and wrongs claims privilege t6 rail, 

\ Heaven's allronted vot'ries must foi-gijire. " 
Mer. Cool in your cruelty IW< Religion's veil 
' III cloaks rebellion's licence." Death was your errand} 
Why talk you of forgiveness ?-i-t is not your's. 
Chief Pr, Not in death's cause we come, but Heay*A^ 
and love's^ 

If vows were pligj^ted 'twixt the King and you^ . 
No pow'r on earth dissolves 'em. 
JIder. False as hell 1 
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He knows I heard his hated vows with horrour. 

Slight insolence to this ill-founded charge 

Silence and scorn shall answer. [fTuming an»ay. 

Chief Pr, Gracious Sovereign, 
Suspend your anger; 'tis unjustly raised j 
Enlighten and command us. Found too easy 
In one wrong'd faith we twice perhaps have crr'd. 
Alike deceived in both — Unbend that brow, 
And deign to teach our doubt what name to give 
This stranger, this young captive, to the king, 

Mer, Give him the name you dare to misapply. 
Call him your King — iny son — my lost Eumenes. 

CbufPr, Hear tliat, prophetick soul ! — High Heav'iil 
I tremble. 

In dread this great discov'ry comes too late : 
The shouting people crowd the waiting altar. 
And erring in their zeal mishail the day. 
What can be shall be try'd to cross his doom. 
They shall be taught with bold advent'rous speed 
To save tlieir sovereign's right — And hence, rash Queen, 
Learn due repentance, and no more let loose 
The rage of wrongs against the tongues of gods. [£jr« 

Mer, This solemn shai-pness of deserv'd reproach 
Struck my too conscious guilt with infelt awe : 
I have been warm too soon and just too late. 
What tho' Religion's guardians taint her tide. 
Pure is the foimtain tho' the stream flows wide : 
Too oft* her erring guides her cause betray. 
Yet rage grows impious when it bars her way. lExeuftf, 
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' ACr V. SCENE L 



A Prison, Enter Eumenes, Narba^ and'&vKiChZX^ 
(um(rtesp < 

Think, think upon your danger^ fly, lov'd father t 
Ffy from the tyrant's power, and leave me to myfat^ 
Nifr, All sense of . my owh ^iger 's lost in yoiv>| 
I threw myself regardless at Bis feet. 
Full of the fatal subjed I began^ 
Uncautious in my tj^sport. Starting conscience 
Tied from the face of truth. He shunn'd to hear, 
Broke short, reply'd 't was well, gave me permission, 
Nay, full of seeming zeal, enjoin'd my coming— r 
Bade me go pay my last short debt of counsel, 
And 'try to bend your heart to meet his will. 

Eur. He added that his quecn-rhe calPd her his—* 
I blush to name her suf h, but so he charg'd me : 
Since, he said, in pity but for you 
yields a reluftant hand to close with his, 
♦T is time her son, whose life she holds so dear. 
Aids his own interest and confirms her safety, 
p— The rest he paus'd and tliought, but held it in, 
Frown'd a disdainful nod, and bade us leave him. 

Eum. Slowly awaking from my dream of wonders 
I seem reborn to ?ome new world unknown. 
Where ev'ry thing I lueet with shocks my soul, 
$* -r-You talk of dyipg, whilst I yet half do^bt 

WliJpther existing ijotv J jreally liyp r* 
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If I am truly the lost wretch I seem; 

If in Mycene now enclos'd I find 

Queen Meropc my mother— King Cresphontes 

My father, murder'd — his fear'd murderer ^crown'd - 

With his stern diadem, and in it daring 

Offer his widow'd queen a hand stadn'd frightful 

In her first husband^s blood — ^AU this to mc 

Seems, while I drink in Heaven's fair light, and view 

Yon"* mansions of the gods, who govern man— 

Incredible! astonishing! — ^aird horrid! 

Eur, 'T is horrible, indeed ! too dark for thought! 
—But reason's line wants depth to sound Heaven's will. 

Nor. Deign, my devoted prince ! my king! my son! 
Suffer me still to use that long-lov'd name — 
Deign but to live — ^Time, chance, and fortune's 
changes. 

May vindicate your glory — ^Since the tyrant 
Tempts to betray, reward him with his own t 
Deceive deceivers and deceit grows virtue. 

Bum, This in thy forests, Elis! had I beard, 
Ev'n there I should have blush'd to hear from NarbasI 
3ut as I am — No more 

Kind was your motives !— Pitying my distress 
You but forgot my duty* 

Nar. Happy forests ! 
Would ye were ours once more! there peace dwelt 
with us, 

There safety slept upon unguarded hills, 
^nd ev'ry tree's soft shadow cover'd anguish. 
fur. Soft! b^old, the tyrant comes!** 
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Enter Polyphontes, speaking to the firegoing^ 
Polpy. Retire, and wait without. 

[Exeunt Eur. and Nar* 

— : And tliou, rash youth ! 

Who$e inexperienced years and gcn*rou» plainness 

Fill me with all the pity due to weakness, 

For the last tiniie l come to bring thee power.. 

Leave to my toil to smooth thy future paths. 

And root out fa6^ion's thorns, which trouble empire* 

When I am dead, a3 age admits short stay, 
Thou and my Merope will reign at ease. 
And thank my painful cares, and love my memory. 
—Why art thou dumb ?— Pause on— I read theerightl|f . 
Thou hast, I know, a kind of stubborn pride 
Caird couragie — and mistak^st it for a virtue : ^ 
— 'T is virtue when presumption drives it not. 
But suffers thought to guide it. 

Eujn. Guiding thought 
Has held me patient long— Now answer me» 
Am I Mycene's monarch ? 

Polyp. For thy birth, 
Be it as truth, or trick, or chance, conclude it j 
If from some low, some nameless stock deriv'd, 
Be humble and advis'd — and rise to greatness t 
Jf happier offspring cast thee for a king 
Make thyself worthy of the crown I mean thee. 
'T is but to wait me to the marriage altar, 
Where ^ove, and Merope, and peace attend : 
There to the gods and me (Mycene's guardimM) 
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Swear homage, and dcvdte thy faithful sword, 4 * 
That done, sports, joys, and safety, crown thy youth» 
And in thy riper years expeft the diadem. 
—Determine 

Bum. 'T is determin'd, 

Folyp. Tell me how? 

Evm, Why am I left unfre^ to chuse — yet press'd 
To tell thee my decision ? — The compelled 
To yield, disgrace consent, and make faith doubtful. 
— — I am a captive : he who holds not freedom 
Has not his will his own, and chooses nothing. 

Tolyp, Fierce amid misery! thou at once art brave. 
And insolent, and i^aretched ! — but beware. 
Nor trust too far my pity of thy poorness. 
I give thee yet some moments to resolve : 
I go before thee 5 but my gtiards attend 
To bring thee to the altar. Come dttermin'd 
To swear, and hope my crown and live my son. 
Or die a slave unown'dr and lose thy name, 

Eum^ {calling after him.'] Thou gocst then ? 

Pofyp. [stopping.] Tc expea: thee. 

£um, I will come : 
And with me, tremble to be told it, comes 
The |pd that raised my race to root out tyrants. 
Soon shall the throne thou stol'st no more be thine } 
Horror and penitence shall pale those eyes 
Whose daring insolence now frown on virtue 5 
Menace and insult then shall quit thy voice. 
And groaning anguish grind itl— What the gods 
Restrain my hand from reaching happier sons 
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Of my immortal $Irc shall rise to execute. 
And hurl thee from a power that hurts mankind. 
Polyp. Here, Narbas ! Euricles ! You may retunu 

Enter Narbas and Euricles. 
I leave him to your lessons* Too, too deeply 
He feels their past impression : teach him better^ 
Or your exafted heads shall answer to me 
For ev'ry well-known help I owe your hatred. 
—Narbas, thy age I think might best be trusted i. 
Experience lays his dangers open to thee : 
Thou as thou lov>t advise him — Whether bom 
The son of Merope or thine no matter : 
I must adopt him mine — oi* death demands him* 

[Exit Polypbontei* 

Eum. Where did this ill-instru6ked tyrant learn 
To threaten foi- persuasion ? — I susj^ft 
He does not seem to doubt, but doubts indeed^ 

I share no blood of Hercules He 's gone. 

And caird me to his altar ^Let us follow. 

Nar, Stay — whither would such fatal rashness Lead 
you? 

Eur* The queen has friends, however too weak, 
too few. 

Who dare defend her cause. Give us but time 
To weigh and to resolve, and these shall aid yon. 

Eum. No — in an hour so black, to dire as this^ 
If I must fall — I will — I go— to try. 
I task but my own heart and Heaven to aid me. 
What god forsakes the friendless ? 

[Going out, meets Merope and Ismenc. 
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13 F. MEROPI. $1 

Mer, Stay, my so n 
Th* usurper sends me to thee— Rest unheard 
His errand ; but my own requires thy ear. 
It has {)crhaps been told thee that the woman 
Conquers the queen. 

—Let no light credit of a guilt so shameful 
Insult the daughter, mother, wife — ^ah me ! 
And widow — of a kin g Yet I must go, 
Mttst at the altar lend my trembling hand, 
^d see m oh. Heaven ! 

Eum, Oh^ madam ! so to seem 
Were so to be. Can solemn vows at altars 
Leave room for art's evasions ? " See me sooner 
** Tinging the spotted stone with gushing blood, 
**• And my torn breast th' unseeming sacrifice. 

Mer. So look'd, so spoke— so sometimes frown'd, 
Cresphontes, 
5* Full of thy godlike father copy too 
f < The confidence he lent me. He had scom'd 
f To doubt me for a moment less than Meropc. 
Eum, If I was guilty— think"——— 

Mer. —No more— Time presses j 
Hear my resolving will, and curb thy own. 
Th' umrper of thy throne no sooner joins 
My hand's suppos'd consent than at the altar 
He swears in all the pomp of priestly witness 
To free thee from thy chains — and from that hour 
{Confirm succession thine.— 

Eum, Think at what price comes empire bought 
so dear! 

Itather than »f e you wed thi s ' * 
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Mer. Rash again !— 
Bound by an oath 50 witnessed by the gods 
And all Mycene's priests — ^and all her peers—* 
He dares not break it, and thou liv'st to reign i 
F^r me, who have thenceforth no call for life, 
I seek thy father in the glooms below, 

Eum, No more. 

—It shall not be — See, my repugnant soul 
Shrinks from th* abhorr'd conception : the felt god^ 
The god glows in me, swells against contfoul. 
And ev'ry 'springy nerve is active fire I 
Come on, friends! father ! mother ! — trust my firmness % 
See if I bear a heart that brooks this wrong, 
That poorly pants for a base hour of life— 
And let a woman's blood outdare a kmg's. \Goingm 

Mer, Oh, stay ! return— call— stop him, 

Eur. Sir! 

Nar. Prince I 

Mer. Son! 

' Eum. Ireiurmng,] Look out j see yonder 5 tIcw mil 
father's tomb# 
Know you his voice ? are you a queen ? 
Come, listen 

I hear him— Hark ! my king, my father, calls ! 

Mer. Methinks the god 
He talk'd of, swells, indeed, his widening soul j 
Lifts him above himself— above mankind. 

Eum. Come — let me lead you to the altar's foot s 
There hear, there see — there dwells th' Eternal's eye I 

Mfr, Ah', what is thy design ! 
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Eur. To die — to live. 
Friends ! — in this warm embrace divide my soul. 

[To Narbas, luho presses bim tenderly. 

Weep not, my Narbas: 
No blush, for deeds unwoithy your instruftions. 
Shall stain remembrance of the care I cost.you. 
Stay thou, that this good lord, returning from me^ 
May find thee, and impart a ripening hope 
Whereon your council may diit^t and save. 
On to the work of fate — it calls me hence — 
I hear it and obey. [Exetmt Earn. Mer. and Eur 

Nar. Away— I would not see thee share my sorrow. 

Ism. Oh, *twere too poor a wish. Heaven knowt 
• I seek 

No share — I long for power to bear it all. 

Nar, Thou art too good for courts— where ruin prc3rf 
On innocence, and nought but gxiilt is safe. 
—What are thy thoughts of this lost prince's virtues? 

Ism. I am unskilled in men, and most in kings 5 
But sure if ever beauty dwelt in form, 
Courage in gentleness, or truth in grandeur. 
All those adorned perfe6Hons meet in him. 

Nar. Yet see how Heaven, that gave him all these 
claims, 

Forgets 'em, and resigns him — Let that teach thee 
When soon, as soon they will, thy splendors fall, 
Thou losest nothing but a right to woes. 

Ism. Should the queen, 
Best of her sex. 

Leave this loud stage of pain, a^d rest in doatkj 
G 
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Oh, teach my willing feet to find some gloom. 
Dark as my prospects, deep enclosed for safety^ 
And silent as the brow of midnight sleep ! 

Nar, Yes, we will go, my sweet Ismene : go 
Where sorrow's sharpest eye shall fail to Aid us jj 
Where we may mix with men who ne'er deceiv'd| 
And women born to be the charms tliey look. 
—There is a place, which my Emnenes lov'd. 
Till youth's fond hope of glory dash'd hiis peace. 
Where nature, plainly noble, knows no pomp. 
And virtue moves no envy. lSb$Mtj^ 
*— Hark! that cry 

Bodes horror— 't is the signal of some fate. 

— Listen! again ISboutu 

Ism. Again, I hear, and tremble. 
Who knows but now the queen's too direful deed 
Has ended all her miseries !— — 

ffar. No more these eyes shall find thee, fated king I 
Cresphontes and his race are all no more. 

Jm. [at a 'wimim.'} Hence from the temple to tht^ 
palace gate 

The scatt'ring crowd runs wide a thousand ways. 
Ail busy'd without view — all driv'n by terror. 

Enter Euricles bloody, 

Ni{r, Breathless and bleeding, see I who comes 
Oh, Euricles! 
Eur, Scarce had I strength, wedg'd in by crossing 
crowds, 

To stem yon' bjreathing torrcnt^-Givc me rcst« 
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Nor. Eumeiles — docs he live ? 

£ur. He is — the son confessed of Grecian gods» 

Nar. What, has he suffered ? 

Eur, Notliing — but his done — 
Beyond example's boast — Oh ! such a deed ! 
So terrible! so just! — so fiird- with wonders I 
That half Alcides' labours scarce were more. 

Nar, And shall he be a king ? 

Eur, He is. 

Nar. AndMerope, 
threat mirror of affli6^ion— lires she too ? 
How was it ? — say — my joys will grow too strong ! 

Eur. The altar, strew'd with flow*rs, was readjr 
dress'd. 

The smoking incense rose in fragrant curls. 
And H3rmeu's lambient torches fiam'd serene. 
Silence and expeftation's dreadful stillness 
Doubled the solemn horror of the scene ! 
—There Polyphontes stood, and at his side. 
Dumb as a destin'd vi6Hm, stood the queen. 
Our prince's summoned hand had touch'd the altar. 
His eye sought Heaven as if prepared to swear $ 
The tyrant smird—when straight the priest look'd pale. 
The lights extinguished, and the temple's roof. 
Shook by descending thunder, seem'd to bow I 
The god • the god! the rev'rend starter cry'd, 
Forbids these baneful nuptials — Yes, I hear him. 
The dreadful prince reply'd j 5ind at that word 
Leapt from the altar to the tyrant's breast, 
And plung'd the sacred axe of sacrifice, 
Gii 
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Snatch'd like a lightning's flash, and reached his life. 
—He fell— and o'er him while with pendant eye 
Th' indignant hero hung with ami new-rais'd. 
Base, from behind, pale Ero:^ pierc'd his side. 
—Red in his minted blood and rising anger. 
He heard the crowd's protective cry— -turned shorty 
And bury"'d ih his brow the rapid steel 5 ^ 
Then to the altar's height snt)limely sprung, . 
Stood monarch all confessed, and wav'd .the Arong ! 
Come, let ,me guide yt)u to this work of Heaven j 
Haste, and partake i t fl y « 

Nar. Oh, happy day ! » ■ [Exeuntm 

SCENE II. 



ne TempU ef Hymen, Eumenes Sscovered on ibe 
Mar uuitk the Axe of Sacrifice in bis band ; Mei^OPR 
kneeling. Priests, Attendants, and Guar4s* ^Trum^ 
fets and jbouts beard, 

Mer. Now, now, ye gods ! my prayers are heard. . 

[-4 loud elap of tbunder. 
Bum, Hark! madam. Heaven approves! th' atten- 
tive gods 

Hear hearts, and make voice needless — ** Doubt not then 
" They are the good mind's guardians— ^ny delivcranpa 
«< Provps how tliey lov'd your virtue in your safety 

I feel the blessing perfeft May I live. 

In deeds, not words, to thank the good thry gave. 

Mer, Deeds, words, and thoughts, are theirs—* 
Heaven claims us ^« 
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Eunu \to the People.l " Hear me, my people I take 
your kingy and with him 
•* Heaven's best gift, your liberty— Haughtier monarchs 

Place greatness in oppression ; let my throne 
«* Find safety but in saving— 

Pride is too apt to harden prosperous power, 
•* But he whose youth is chastened by distress 

Makes subje<^s happy and himself ador'd/* . 

JE!»/^ Narbas, Euricles, ^z/t^Ismene, all speaking 
kneeling. 

Hail ! and be ever blessed — oh,' king ! oh, queen ! 

Aiipr, Rise — and lament no more, ye happy friendt 
Of virtue and of Heaven— see what the jjods 
Have done, to shame suspicion into faith ! 
Oh ! never let the innocent despair : 
, The hand that made can save, and best knows when 

[Tb Eumenes. 

• Son of Alcides ! for what heart but his, 

J^ourish'd in misery, by want* obstrufted, 

3Ere sprung, like tliin?, at youth^s first shoot to glory. 

Trod on a tyrant, and redeemed a people ? 

Eum. 'T is but the low, thp last, tlie lightest, duty 
Of a king's hand to 4are : 't is his to save ; 
To think, to hear, to labour, to discern. 

To form, to remedy to be but one, 

yet aft, and love, apd fear, and feel for all. 

— Oh, madam ! I am your's 'midst all these claims s 
^ those my glory's, this my duty's care, 
• add » foy^ facer's love to mine, 
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And with a doubled rev'rence seek your cottitortu 
— Narbas ! what power can language lend my lovcj 
To paint the joy thy sense of pleasure gives me, 
Thou source, and soul, and author of my virtues f 
Suspend we thougjhts thus tender — Let us now 
Summon Mycene's chiefs, and calm her people. 

[To Merope* 
Come, madam, he who reigns but climbs to Care, 
Tho' safe hiu throne he finds no softness there ; 
Dangers, and doubts, and toils,, each moment seize. 
Hang on his business and perplex his ease : 
Bright but by pomp of woe, kings shine in vain, 
Envy'd for anguish and adom'd for pain. lExeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 



J'' M glad, 'witb all my heart , I ''a've ^scap''dmy ivedding-^ 
Qlad! cry the maids —Hea'ven keep such joy from spreading! 
Marriage (poor things ! ) do n't mo<ve their hearts so coldly | 
^Tis a dark leap they (mon — but lo^e jumps boldly 
Fair fall th" ad^venfrers ; Vmno husband hater y 
Only be <warn^d by me^ and *wed no traitor : 
fain-bunting murm'rer I horn to grtnvl and grumble^ 
No king can please him — and no ivife can humble j 
Skk to the soul, be Hea^ven bis kind physician ! 
Earth'* s ablest drugs are lost upon ambition : 
AU Warivick-lane falls short — and, to my kfunuledg^ 
No cure is hop'^d for in our female college. 

Shun plotting heads, dear ladies ! — all miscarries. 
When one nvho hums and hawus at midnight marries. 
Better plain do^umright dunce — no dream pursuing, 
One that means bluntly — and kno'ws iLhat he V doing4 
Not him, 'whose faBious mind outsoaring pleasure. 
Is jtill most busy ivhen bis uvife V at leisure. 

Better a sportsman sound of ucind and hearty ■ 
Better Sir Sot — than spouse dry drunk iviih party : 
A hunting-husband halloas — and you hear bitn- - 
A drunken deary staggm — and you steer bi mi ■ 
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EPILOGUE. 



EacB, .conscious of bis 'wi/ey takes care to make her 
One lua^ or otherT—an indulg" d fartaker^ 

But your sage i saturnine^ ambitious to'vef^ 
Keeps no one secret njooman nvould Ssco*ver : 
Stranger at borne, be strolls abroad for blessings 
And bolds ivbate^er be bas not uoortb possessing t 
Freedom, and mirtb, andbealtb', and joy--~despiseSf 
Arid scorns all rest — be so profoundly ivise is /. 
At length, thank Heaven, he dies; kind ^vapours strike Mm^ 
And leaves behind — ten thousand madmen like bim» 



THS END. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. 

EDWARD SOUTHWELL. 



SIR, 

It was the design of my deceased husband to have 
presented this Piece to you. As U was always my 
duty and inclination to obey his commands whilst 
living, so I still find a secret satis faSiion {though 
afierhis death) in performing what he intended. 

That he might not put a trifle into your hands, he 
wiled for the opinion of the Town, and now that 
has been favourable, it has fallen to my disconsolate 
office to make the melancholy offering. 

In my unfortunate circumstances, it cannot be ex- 
peSied (though J fifere capable) that 1 should speak 
either to the merits of the Piece or of the Patron ; the 
former may possibly want a recommendation to the 
world, but I have often heard my husband say the 
latter did not. 

What I have more to add is, that you would he 
pleased to receive this as the last testimony of his es- 
teem and gratitude from the hands of his 

Disconsolate wife, 

DOROTHY MILLER. 



Aij 
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PROLOGUE. 



To point <wbat lengths credulity has run. 

What counsels shaken, and nvbat states undone. 

What hellish fiity <wtngs ti^ enthusiasfs r*gv. 

And mahs the tmahltd earik me tragie stage. 

What blaspktmies tmpo^Oure dart advaiuej 

And bmtd "fuhat terrm on ftmak igmranee, 

Honjj fraud edme ragt t$ riHgioft binds. 

And makes a Pandemomum of our minds ; 

Our GalRc bard, jifd iM these glorious vie^wf, 

First to his Crusade led the fra^c Muse, 

Herfmxjcr through France his charming numbers hor^^ 

But France ivas deaf— ^ alt her priests nueresore^ 

On English ground she makes a frmer stand. 
And hopes to suffer by no hostile hand: 
No clergy here usurp the free-bom mind, 
Ordained to teach, and not ensla^ve mankind i 
Religion here bids persecution cease. 
Without all order, and ^within all peace \ 
Trtdh guardj her happy pale imth 'imtcl^id fore^ 
And frauds, though pious, J^d no entramt tbfre. 

Religion to be sacred mst be free ; 
Men willsuspe^ — iffbrn bigots keefttBt key : 
Hooded and trained like ka-wks th^ euthusiasts fly. 
And the priests^ victims in their pounces diet 
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V 



Like ivbelpj born blind, by motber-cburch tbey bred^ 

Nor uuake to sigbt to know tbemsel^ues misled ; 

Murder ' j tbe game — and to tbe sport unpresf. 

Proud of tbe sin, and in tbe duty blest, 

Tke toyman" s buf tbe bkod-bound of tbe priest. 

Whoever tbou art that dar^st sucb themes ad'vance^ 

To priest-rid Spain repair, or sla<visb France, 

For Juda^s bire there do tbe de'uiVs task. 

And trick up slanfry in reUgtMn's mask ^ 

England still free no surer means requires 

To sink tboir sottish souls and damp their martial fires ^ 

Britons ! tbese numbers to yourselves you o<we ; 
Voltedre hatb strength to sboot in Sbakspere^s how \ 
Fame led him at bis Hypocrene to drink. 
And taught to write with Nature as to think : 
With £agUsb freedom English wit be knew. 
And fiwH the inexbausted stream profusely drew : 
Cherish ths nohle bard yourselves have made. 
Nor let tbe frauds of France steal all our trade. 
Now of each prize the winner has tbe wearing^ 
E*en send our English stage a privateering ; 
IVitbyour commission we our sails unfold, 
^nd from their loads of dross import some gold. 
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COFENT GARDEN. 



Men* 

Mahomet, - « - Mr. Aickin. 

Mir VAN, - .. - - Mr. Fearon. 

Ali, - - - Mr. Gardner. 

Hercides, - - - Mr. Macrcady. 

Ammon, - - Mr. Thompson. 

Zaphna, - - - - Mr. Holman. 

Alcanor, - - - ^ Mr. Wroughton. 

Pharon, - - - - Mr. Hull 

Palmira, - - ™ - Mrs. Merry. 
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MAHOMET. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



^ Apartment in the Temple of Mecca. Enter Alca- 
NOR and Pharon. 

Alcanor, 
Pharon, no more— shall I 
Fall prostrate to an arrogant impostor. 
Homage in Mecca one I banishM thence. 
And hicense the delusions of a rebel ! 
No— blast Alcanor, righteous Heaven ! if e'er 
This hand, yet free and uncontaminate. 
Shall league with fraud, or adulate a tyrant. 

Pba» August and sacred chief of Ishmael's senate> 
This zeal of thine, paternal as it is. 
Is fatal now-— our impotent resistance 
Controls not Mahomet's unbounded progress. 
But without weakening irritates the t/rant. 
^en once a citizen you well condemned him 
As an obscure seditious innovator | 
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But now he is a conq'ror, prince, and pontiff. 
Whilst nations numberless embrace his laws, 
And pay him adoration— ev'n in Mecca 
He boasts his proselytes. 

Ale, Such proselytes 
Are worthy of him — low untutored reptiles, 
In whom sense only livosr-^-most credulous still 
Of Mitax. 16 ouMt iacradibif. 

Pha, Be such 
Disdain'dmy,lord; butmayn't the pest spread upwards 
And seize the head — Say, is the seaale sound ? 
I fear some members of that rev'rend class 
Ace iharkcd with tbe co^ta^oii, who ivom tkwi 
Of higher power and nmk 
Worship this rising sun, and give a sanflion 
To his invasions. 

If, ye powers divine! 
Ye mark the movements of this ttether world. 
And bring them to account, crush, crash those vipertf, 
Who singled out by a community 
To guard their rights, shall ft)ra grasp of ore 
Or paltry office, scfl 'em to the foe t 

Phar, Each honest citizen, I grant, is thine. 
And gniteftil for thy boundless blessings on fhefn, 
Would serve thee whh their lives j but the approach 
Of this usurper to their very walls 
Strikes tkcm witk stich a dread that e*^en these 
Implore thee to accept his proffcr'd peace. 

Ak, Ofr, people lost to wisdom as to glory^f 
Go, bring in pomp, and servt upon your kneo 
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This idol, that WiW crash you with its wdght. 

Mark, I abjure him i by his savage hand 

My wife and children perished, whilst in vengeance 

I carry'd carnage to his very tent. 

Transfixed to earth his only son, and wore 

His trappings as a trophy of my coaquest. 

This torch Of enmity thus iigtoed 'twixt us 

The hand of Time itself can ne'er extinguish. 

Pba. Extinguish not, but smother for a while 
Iti fatal flame* and greatly sacrifice 
Thy private sufF'rings to the public welfaiv. 
Oh say, Alcanor, wert thou to behold 
(As soon thou may*8t) this fam*d metropolis 
Witii foes begirt, behold its pining tenants 
Prey on each other for the means of life. 
Whilst lakes of blood and mountains o£ the slain 
Putrify the air. 

And sweep otF thousands with their poisonous steams 5 
Would thy slain childneabe aveng'd by this } 

Ale, No, Pharon, no; I live uot for myself :. 
My wife and children lost, my country's now 
My family. 

Pbar: Then let not that be lost. 

Ale, *T is lost by cowardice. ^ 
. Pbar, By rashness often. 

Ale, Pharon, desist. 

Pbar, My noble Lord, I cannot. 
Must not, desist, will not, since you're possessed 
Of means to bring this insolent invadeir 
To any terms you'll claim. 



Digitized by 



10 MAROMET. Att L 

Ale, What means? 

Thar. Palmira, 
That blooming fair, the flower of all his camp. 
By thee borne off in oar last skirmish with him. 
Seems the divine ambassadress of peace. 
Sent to procure our safety. Mahomet 
Has by his heralds thrice proposed her nmfloms 
And bad us fix the price. 

Ale. I know it, Pharon: 
And would' St thou then restore this noble treasttm 
To that Barbarian? Woiddst thou for the frauds. 

The deaths, the devastations, be brings on us 

Enrich his ruffian hands with such a gem/^ 
And render beauty the reward of rapine ?-^~ 
Nay, smile not, fnend, nor think that at these yennt 
Well travell*d in the winter of my days, 
I entertain a thought towards this young besufrf ' 
But what *8 as pure as is the western gale 
That breathes upon the uncropt vioIet-~«i 

Pba. My Lord 

Ak. This heart, by ^ and grief congealM, 
Is no more sensible to love's endearments 
Than are our barren rocks to mom*s sweet dew 
That bah^y trickles down tiieir rugged cheeks. 

Pba, My noble chief, each master^piece of nature 
Commands involuntary iiomage from us. 

Ale. I own a tenderness unfelt before, 
A sympethetick grief with ardent wishes 
To make her happy fill*d my widow*d bosom i 
I dread her being in that monstdr^s pcwo^ 
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And bora to have her hate him like myself. 
*Twas oa this hour I, at her modest suit, 
Promised hdr audietice in my own paTilion. 
Pharon, go thou mean-while and tee the senate 
Assembled straight— X *U found 'em as I ought* 

\Exemt severally. 



SCENE 1. 



Changes to a Room of State* Enter Palmira. 

PaL What meai^s this boding terror that usurps^ 
In spite o' me, dominion o'er my heart, 
** Converting the sweet flower of new-blown hope 
** To deadly nightshade, pois'ning to my soul 

The fountain of its bliss Oh, holy prophet! 
Shall I ne'er more attend thy sacred lessons ? 
Oh, Zaphna i much^lov'd youth I I feel for thee 
As for myself— But hold, my final audit 
Is now at hand— I tremble for th' ev£nt ! 
Here comes my judg^— Now liberty or bondage ? 

Enter Alcanor. 
Ale, Palmira, whence those teart ? trust me, fair maidt 
Thou art not fallen into Barbarians' hands ; 
What Mecca caii afford of pomp or pleasure. 
To call Attention from Misfortune's lap. 
Demand and share it. 

PaL No, my generous vi6ior I 
My suit 's for nothing Mecca can afford i 
Bij 
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Prisoner these two long months beneath your roof 
I ""ave tasted such benignity and candor> 
Whilst your -dwn hadds so laboured to beguile 
The anxious moments of captivity, 
That oft' I 'ave callM my tears ingratitude. 

Ale; If ought remains that 's in my power to smooth 
The rigour of your fate, and crown your wishes. 
Why, 't would fill 

The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age 
Put on its summer's garb. 

PaL Thus low I bless thee. [Kneeling. 
It is on you, on you alone, Alcanor, 
My whole of future happmess depends 5 
Have pity then j 

Pity, Alcanor, one who's torn from all 
That's dear or venerable to her soul 5 
Restore me then, restore me to my country, 
Restore me to my father, prince, and prophet. 

Alc» Is slav'iy dear then7 is fraud venerable? 
What country? a tumultuous wand'ring tramp ! 

Pal. My country, sir, is not a single spot 
Of such a mould, or fix'd to such a clime } 
No, 'tis the social circle of my friends. 
The lov'd community in which I 'm link'd. 
And in whose welfare all my wishes centre. 

/lie. Excellent maid I Then Mecca be thy country. 
Robb'd of my cliildren, would Palmira deign 
To let me call her child, the toil I took 
To makehftc destiny ptopitious to her 
Would lighten the rou|fk burthen of my own : 
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But no J you scorn my country and my laws. 
Pal. Can I be your's when not my own? Your 
bounties 

Claim and share my gratitude— but Maliomet 
Claims right o'er me of parent, prince, and prophet. 
Ale. Of parent, prince, and prophet t Heavens 1 that 
robber 

Who, a scap'd felon, emulates a throne. 
And scoffer at all faiths prodaima a new one I 

Pal, Oh, cease my lord; this blasphemoui abuse 
On one whom millions with myself adore 
Does violence to my ear; such black, profimeness 
*Gainst Heav'n's interpreter biota out remembrance 
Of favours past, and nought succeeds but horror. 

Ale, Oh, superstition ! thy pernicious rigourt. 
Inflexible to reason, truth, and nature, 
Banish humanity the gentlest breasts. 
PaUnira, I lament to see thee plung'd 
So deep in error— 

Pal. Do you then rejed 
My just petition ^ can Alcanor^s goodness 
Be deaf to snlTring virtue ? 
Name but the ransom^ 
And Mahomet will treble what you asl^. 

Ale, There is no ransom Mahomet can offer 
Proportioned to the prize. Trust me, Palmira, 
I cannot yield thee up. What ! to a tyrant 
Who wrongs thy youth, and mocks thy tender heart 
Witli vile illusions and fanatic terrors I 
B iij 
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Act I. 



Enter Pharon ? 

What wouldst thou, Pharon ? 

Pha, From yon' western gate, 
Which opens on Moradia's fertile plains, 
Mahomet's genVal, Mirvan, hastes to greet thee. 

Ale. Mirvan, that vile apostate I 

Pba, In one hand 
He hold a scimitar, the other bears 
An olive branch, which to our chiefs he waves. 
An emblem of his suit — ^a martial youth, 
Zaphna by name, attends him for our hostage. 

Pal. lApart."] Zaphna I mysterious Heaven I 

Pba, Mirvan advances 
This way, my loi-d, to render you his charge. 

Ale, ** Mirvan, advance ! how dare the traitor sec 
me 

Palmira, thou retu'e — Pharon, be present. [Exit Pal. 

Enter Mirvan. 
After six years of infamous rebellion 
Against thy native country, dost thou, Mirvan^ 
Again profane with thy detested presence 
These sacred walls which once tliy hands defended. 
But thy bad heart has vilely since betray'd ? 
Thou poor deserter of thy country's gods. 
Thou base invader of thy countiy's rights. 
What wouldst thou have with me? » 

Mir, I 'd pardon the e 
Out of compassion to thy age and suffVings, 
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And high regard for thy experlcnc'd valour. 
Heaven's great apostle offers thee in friendship 
A hand could crush thee, and I come commission'^ 
To name the terms of peace he deigns to tender. 

Alc^ He deigns to tender! insolent impostor ! 
Dost thou not, Mirvan, blush 
To serve this wretch — this base of soul as birth ? 

Mir, Mahomet's grandeur's in himself} he shines not 
With borrowed lUstre. 

Plunged in the night of prejudice, and bound 
In fetters of hereditary faith. 
My judgment slept : but when I found him bom 
To mould anew the prostrate universe, 
I started from my dream, join'd his career. 
And shv'd his arduous and immortal labours. 
Once, I must own, I was as blind as thou j 
Then wake to glory, and be chang'd like me. 

Ak: What death to honour wak'ning to such glory ! 

Pba, Oh, what a fall from virtue was that change ! 

Mir, Come, embrace our faith, reign with Mahomet, 
And cloth'd in terrors make the vulgar tremble. 

Ale. 'T is Mahomet, and tyrants like to Mahomet, 
'T is Mirvan, and apostates like to Mirvan, 
I only would make tremble — Is it, say'st thou. 
Religion .that 's the parent of this rapine. 
This virulence and rage ? — No j true religion 
Is always mild, propitious, and humane, 
Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in blood. 
Nor bears destru6tion on her chariot wheels. 
But stoops to polish, succour, and- redress. 
And builds her grandeur 6n the public good. 
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Mir, Thou art tum'd Christian iiire I some strag- 
gling monk 
Has taught thee these tame lessons— 

Ale. If the Christians 
Hold principles like these, which reason diftates, 
*« Which all our notions of the Powers divine 

Declare the social laws they meant for man, 
** And all the beauties and delights of nature 

Bear witness to/' the Christians may be right; 
Thy se6l cannot, who, nurs'd in blood and slaughter, 
Worship a cruel and revengeful being. 
And draw him always with his tliunder round him 
As ripe for the destruction of mankind, 

Mir. If clemency delights thee learn it hero. 
Though banish'd by thy voice his native city. 
Though by thy hand robb'd of his only son, 
Mahomet pardons thee 5 nay farther, begs 
The hatred burning ' twixt you be extinguished 
With reconciliation's gen'rous tear. 

Ak, I know thy master's arts j his gen'rous teart. 
Like the refreshing drops that previous faU 
To the wild outrage of o'erwhelming earthquakdtv 
Only fore-run destru61:ion ; 
Courage he has, not bravery. 
For blood and havock are the sure attendants 
On his victorious car. 

Pba, Leagues he will make too < . ■ 

Ale, Like other grasping tyrants, till l>e tyw 
A lucky junChire to enlarge his bounds. 
Then he '11 deride "em^ leap o'er ev'ry ti* 
t 
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Of sacred guarantee or sworn prote^lioiiy 
And when th^oppressM ally implores assistance 
Beneath diat mask invade the wish'd-for realms. 
And from pure friendship take them t6 himself. 

Mir. Mahomet fights Heaven's battles, bends the bow 
To spread Heaven^s laws, and to subjed: to faith 
The ir<)n neck of error. 

AU* Lust and ambition, Mirvan, are the springs 
Of all his actions, whilst without one virtue 
Dissimulation, like a flattering painter, 
Bedecks him With the colouring of them all : 
This b the master-portndt— But no mor^— ^ 
My soups inexorable, and my hate 
Immortal as the cause from whence it sprang. 

Mir, What cause ■ 

Ale, The difF'rence between good and evil. 

Mir, Thou talk'st to me, Alcanor, with an air 
Of a stern judge, that from his dread tribunal 
Intimidates the criminal beneatli him : 
Resume thy temper, a6t the minister. 
And treat with me as with th • ambassador 
Of Heaven's apostle, and Arabia's king. 

Ale, Arabia's king I what king ! who crown 'd him ? 

Mir, Conques t . ^ . 

Whilst to the style of conq'ror and of monarch 
Patron of peace he'd add — Name then the price 
Of peace and of Palmira — Boundless treasures. 
The spoils of vanquish'd monarchs, and the stores 
Of rifled provinces, are thrown before thee, 
pur troops with matchless ardour hasten hither 
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To lay In ruin this rebcUious city j 
Stem thtn the rufhingtortejit; Mahomet 
In person comes to claim a conference with th«o 
For thi3 goo4 purpose. 
Whol Muhomet! 

Mir, Yes, he conjures thou 'It graat it« 

Alc^ Traitor \ were I sole ruler her^ in Mwc* 
I 'd smswer thee with chasfisemcntf— ^ 

Mir, Hot maui > 
I pity thy false virtue— But farewel l ■ nn 
And since the senate share thy power in Msoca 
To their serener wisdoms I*U appeal. [ExitWvrfm* 

Ale, I '11 meet thee d«re, and s«e whose voice is vi&or. 
Come, Pharon, aid me to repulse this tfaitorj 
To bear him with impunity amongst us 

Is treason 'gainst ourselve s Ye sacred powtfrs^ 

My country's gods, that for three thousand yeard • 

Have reign'd proteftors of the tribe of Ishmael, 

Oh ! support my spirit 

In that firm purpose it has always held, 

To combat violence, fraud, and usurpation, 

To pluck the spoil from th6 oppressor's jaws,* 

And keep my country as I found it free. [Exnmt, 
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ACT II. SCENE 1. 



TAxmxk's Jfarfpi^t. Enter 9 ALUitiA^ 
Palmira, 

Cease, cease ye streaming instrumenu of woe 
From your ignoble UhU^T^^ warmth, my heart I 
Colk^ thy scatt^rM powf rs, aa4 biave misfortuoe. 
In Yain the atorm-tost muriner rapines j 
Were he within to raUe 3» gre^t a tempest 
As beats him from withouti it would not smooth 
One boist'rons surge t impatience only throws 
Discredit on mischan^, md ^ds a sliame 
Toouraffli^iioa. 

Enier Zaphna. 

Ha ! all.gracious Heaven ! 

Thou, i^phna 1 is it thou ? what int)ang angel 

Guided thy steps to these abodes of bondage ? 

Zapb, Thoti sovVeign of my soul and all its powers, 
Objeft of ev'ry fear and ev'ry wish. 
Friend, sister, love, companion, all t)iat*9 dear t 
Do I once more behold thee, my Palmira ? 
Oh, I will set it down the whitest hour 
That Zaphna e'er was blest with I 

Pal. Say, my hero » ■ 

Ar* my ills end«d than ? They are, they arc & 
Now ^phna 's hf re I am iw) more a captiyf 
Except to him: oh, blest captivity i 
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Zapb, Those smiles are dearer to my rapturM breast, 
Sweeter those accents tp my listening hearty 
Than all Arabians spices to the sense. 

Pal, No wonder that my soul was so elate. 
No W9nder that the cloud of grief gave way. 
When thou, my sun of comfort, were so nigh. 

Zapb. Since that (Hre hour, when on Sabaria^s 
strand 

The barb'rous foe deprived me of Palmira, 
In what a gulph of horror and despair 
Have thy imagined perils plunged my soul ! 
Stretch'd on expiring corses for a- while 
To the deaf stream I pour'd out my complaint, 
And begg'd I might be -number'd with the dead 
That strewed its banks— then starting from despair, 
With rage I flew to Mahomet for vengeance 5 
He, for some high mysterious purpose* known 
To Heaven and him alone, at length dispatched 
The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce: 
Instaiit on wings of lightning I pursued him, 
And entepi^d as his hostage— fix'd, Palmira, 
' Or to redeem or die a captive with thee. 

Pal, Heroic youth! 

Zapb, But how have these barbarians 
Treated ray fair ? 

Pal. With high humanity; 
I in my vi6lor found a friend— Aljcanor 
Has made me feel captivity in nothing 
But absence from my Zaphna and ray friends.— 

Zapb, I grieve a soul so generous in our foe ; 
. 2 
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But now presented as an hostage to him, ' 

His noble bearing and humanity 

Made captive of my heart; I felt, mcthought, 

A new affeftion lighted in my breast, 

And wonder'd whence the infant ardour sprang. 

Pal, Yet, genYous as he is, not all my prayers. 
Not all the tears I lavish at his feet. 
Can move him to restore me— — 

Zmp. But he shall 

Let the Barbarian know he shall, Pahnira; 
The god of Mahomet, our divine proteftor. 
Whose still triumphant standard I have borne 
O'er piles of vanquished infidels— that power 
Which brought unnumbered battlements to earth. 
Will humble Mecca too. 

Enter Mirvan. 
Well, noble Mirvan, 

Do my Palmira's chains sit loose upon her ; 
Say,, is it freedom ? This presumptuous senate — 

Mir. Has granted all we ask'd, all we could wish—* 
Ths truce obtained, the gates to Mahomet 
Flew open- 

Zaph, Mahomet in Mecca say'st thou? 
Once more in Mecca ! 

Ptd. Transport 1 bid him welcome. 

Zafh. Thy sufTrings then are o'er, the ebb is past. 
And a full tide of hope flows in upon us. 

Mir, The spirit of our prophet that inspired me 
.Breath'd such divine persuasion from my lips 
C 
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As shook the reverend fathers^Sirs, cry'd I, 
This favVite of high Heaven, who rules in battle. 
Before whose footstool tributary kings 
Bow the anointed head, bom here in Mecca^ 
Asks but to be enroird a senator. 
And you refuse his prayer. Deluded sages 1 
Although your conqVor he requests no more. 
Than one day's truce, pure pity to yourselves ! 
To save you if he can, and you — Oh, shame l^-r^ 
At this a gen'ral murmur spread around. 
Which seem'd propitious to us^-— 

Zaph. Greatly caiTy'd ! 
Go on " ' 

Mit. Then straight th' infiexible Akanor 
Flew tlirough the streets, assembling all the p«)plc 
To bar our prophet. Thither too I fled, 
Urg'd the same arguments, exhorted, threatened, 
Till they unhingM the gates, and gave.free passage 
To Mahomet and his chiefs— In vain Alcanoi: 
And his disheartened party, strove t' oppose himj 
Serene and dauntless through the gazing crowd, . 
With more than human majesty h^mov^d. 
Bearing the peaceful olive, whilst the mwe 
Wis instantly prockdm' d ■ ■ ■ 

Pal. But wheie 's the prophet ? 

Mir. Reclin'd in yonder grot that joins the t«fi^ie, 
Attended by his chieff • 

Zapb There let tts haste 
Wkfe duteous step, and bow oursehret before him. 

. ISxiiH^ 

■ ' i( 
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SCENE IL 



Changes t9 a Spacious Grotto. MahOmet discovered 
*wttb the Alcoran btfore him. 

Milk, Glorious hypocrisy ! what fools are they 
Who fraught with histful or ambitious views 
Wear not thy specious mask.-^Thou, Alcoran ! 
Hast won more battles, ta'en nwire cities for me> 
Than thrice my feeble numbers had achieved 
Without the succour of thy sacred impulse. 

Enter Hb%cide&, Ammon> Ahu 
Invincible supporteirs of our grandeur I 
My faithful chiefs, Hercides, Amrfton, Ali f 
Go and instru^ tliis people in my name. 
That faith may dawn, and like a morning-star 
Be herald to my rising \ 
Lead them to know $nd to adore my god j 
But above all, to fear him — ^Lo, Palmira \ 

' lExetmt Het. &c. 

Her anjg;el-face, with unfbignM blushes spread. 
Proclaims the purity that dwells within. 

EnterMiViVAV, Zaphna, W Palmira. 
{To Palmira.] The hand of war was ne'er before 90 

barbarous, 
Never bore from me half so rich a spoil 
As thee, my fair, 

C ij 
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Pal. Joy to my heavenly guardian ! 
Joy to the worid that Mahomet 's in Mecca ! 

Mah, My child, let me embrace thee How 't 

this, Zaphna ! 
Thou here ! 

Zapb. [KneeUng.'] My father, chief, and holypontlff! 
The god that thou 'rt inspired by march'd before mc. 
Ready for thee to wade through seas of danger. 
Or cope with death itself, I hither hastened 
To yield myself an hostage, and with zeal 
Prevent thy order. 

Mah, 'T was not well, rash boy : 
He that does more than I command him, errs 
As much as he who falters in his duty^ 
And is not for my purpose — I obey 
My god — ^implicitly obey thou me. 

Pal, Pardon, my gracious Lord, his well-meant 
ardour. 

Brought up from tender infancy beneath 

The shelter of thy sacred patronage, 

Zaphna and I 'av« been animated ptill 

By tlie same sentiments : alas, gr^at Prophet ! 

I 'ave had enough of wretchedness*— to languish 

A prisoner here, far both from him and you j 

Grudge me not then the ray of consolation 

His presence beam'd, not* cloud my dawning hope 

pf rising freedon> and felicity. 

Mah. Palmira, 't is enough j I read thy heart- 
Be not alarm'd 5 though burdened with the cares 
pf thrones and altai s, still my guardian eye 



Digitized by Google 



AH U. MAIkOMET. 15 

will watch o'«r thee as o^er the universe. 
Follow my generals, Zapbna. Fair Palinira> 
Retirt and pay your powerful vows to Heaven^ 
And dread no wrongs but from Alcanor. 

[Zaphna 4ind Pahnira go out separatth^. 

Mirvan 

Attend thou here— 'T is time, my trusty soldier^ 

My long-try'd friend, to lay unfolded to thee 

The close resolves and councils of my heart* 

The tedious length of a precarious siege 

May damp the present ardour of my troops. 

And check me in the height of my career* 

Let us not give deluded mortals leisure 

by reason to disperse the mystic gloom 

We 'ave cast about us — Prepossession, friend, 

Reigns monarch of the million — Mecca* s crowd 

Gaze at my rapid vi^^ories, and think 

Some awful power direfts my arm to conquest 5 

But whilst our friends oiice hiore renew their efforts 

To win the wav'ring people to our interest, 

What think'st thou, say, of Zaphna and Palmira ? 

Mir. As of thy most resign 'd and faithful vassals. 

Mob, Oh, Mirvan! they 're the deadliest of my foes. 

Mr. Mow! 

Mab, Yes, they love each other- 
Mr. Well — what crime ?— — 
Mab. What crime! dost say ?— Learn all my frailty 

then . 

My life *s a Oombat : keen austerity 
Subjcfts my nature to abstemious bearings: 
C iij 
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I 'avc banish'd from my lips that tralt'rous liqaor. 
That either works to practices of outrage 
Or melts the manly breast to woman's weakness $ 
Or on the burning sands or desert rocks 
.With thee I bear th* inclemency of climates. 
Freeze at the pole, or scorch beneath the line. 
For ^11 these toils love only can retaliate, 
.The only consolation or reward, 
Fruit of my labours, idol of my incense. 
And sole divinity that I adore j 
Know then that I prefer this young Palmira 
To all the ripen'd beauties that attend me. 
Dwell on her accents, dote upon her smilesy 
And am not mine but her's. Now judge, my £ iend. 
How vast the jealous transports of tliy master, 
When, at his feet he daily hears bis charmer 
Avow a foreign love, and, insolent| 
Give Mahomet a rival 1 

Mir. How ! and Mahomet 
Not instantly revenge— 

Mah. Ah ! should he not ? 
But better to detest him know him better? 
, Learn then, that both my lival and my love 
Sprang from the loins of this audacious tyrant. 

Mir. Alcanorl 

Mab. Is theii- father : old Hercides, 
To whose sage institution I commit 
My captive infants, late revealed it to me— 
Peidition ! I myself light up their flange. 
And fed it till I set myself on fire. 
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Well, means must be employed: but sec, the father ; 

He comes this way, and launches from his eye 

Malignant sparks of enmity and rage. 

Mirvan,' see all ta'en care of ; let Hercides 

With his escort beset yon.' gate 5 bid Ali 

Make proper disposition round the temple $ 

This done, return and render me account 

Of what success we meet with 'mongst the people t 

Then, Mirvan, we '11 determine or to loose 

Pr bridle in our vengeance as it suits. [fixit Mir, 

Mab. Why dost thou start, Alcanor ? whence (hat 

horror ! 

Is then my sight so baneful to thee ? 

Ale. *« Heavens r' 
Must I then bear ^li? ? mu?t I meet in Mepca, 
On terms of peace, this spoiler of the earth? 

Mab. Approajph, Ql(i man, without a blush^ since 
Heaven 

for fome high end deprees QUr future union. 

4lc, I blush aot for myself, but, thee, thou tyrant j 
For thee, bad man ! who com'st with serpent-guile 
To ^ow dissention in the realms of peace : 
Thy yeiy name set^ families at variance, 
*Twixt son and father bursts the bonds of nature. 
And scars endearment from the nuptial pillow ? 
•* Ev'n truce with thee is a new stj'atagem.*' . 
And is \U insolent dissembler ! thus 
Thou com'st to give the sons of Mecca peace, ^ . 
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■ And m* In tiAknown god ? 

Mab, Were I to answer any but Alcanor, 
That unknown god sbonld speak in thunder for me, 
But here with thee I 'd parley acis a man. 

Ale, What cdnst thotl say, what urge in thy defence? 
What right hast thou rfeciBiV«d to plant new ^ths/ 
Or lay a cUim td royalty and priesthood ? 

Mah, The right that a resolved and tow'nng spirit 
Has o'er the groveling instin6t of the vulgar 

Ak. Patience, good Heavens! have I not known 
thee, Mahomet, 
When void of w^^th, inheritance, or fame, 
"Rapk'd with the lowest of the low at Mecca ? 

Mab, Dost thou not know, thou haughty feeble 
man. 

That the low inse6V, lurking in the grass. 
And the imperial eagte) which alofl 
Ploughs the ethereal plain, are both alike 

• In the Etemsd Ey€— Mortals are equal : 
It is not birth, magnificence, or power. 
But virtue only make»the difterehee 'twixt them. 

. Me, lApari,} What sacred truth frdin what polluted 
lips! 

Mab. By virtue^s ardent pinions borne on high 
Heaven met my seal, gave me in solemn charge 
Its sacred laws, then bade me on and pubHsh. 

Ale. And did Heaven bid thee on and plunder too? 

Mab, My law is a^ive> and infixes the soul 
With thirst of gldry- What can thy dumb gods ? 
What la*lriis spring beneath AeiF sooty akars } 
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Thy slothful seSt disgrace the human kind. 

Enervate lifeless images of men ! . 

Mine bear the intrepid soul$ my faith makes heroes* 

Ale. Go preach these doctrines at Medina, where 
By prostrate wretches thou art.rais'd to homage.. 

Mah. Hear me j thy Mecca trembles at my name j 
If therefore thou wouldst save thyself or pity, 
Embrace my proffer 'd friendship— What to-d^y 
I thus solicit I '11 command to-morrow. 

Jlc, Contract with thee a friendship ! frontless 
man I . 
Know^st thou a god can work that miracle ? 

Mah. I do Necessity thy intere.8tt 

Ale. Interest is thy god, Equity is mine. 
Propose the tie of this unnatural union} 
Say, is 't the loss of thy ill -fated son. 
Who in the field fell viftiin to my rage, 
Or dear the blood of my poor captive children. 
Shed by thy butchering hand> ? 

Mah. Ay, 't is thy children. 
Mark me then well, and learn th* important secret 
Which I 'm sole master of— r-Thy children live. 

Ale. Live ! 

Mah. Yes both live— 

Ale. What say'st thou ? Bpthl 
Mah. Ay, both. 

Ale. And dost thou not beguile me ? 
Mflh. No, old man. 

Ale. Propitious Heav'ns l Say, Mahomet, for now 
Methinks J could hold endless converse wjth thee. 
Say what's their portion, liberty or bondage? 
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Mab, Hr^d m my camp, and tut6r*4 Ift my law, 
I hold the balance of tfecir de8tmies> 
And now 'tis on the tQrn-^-— their lives or-diaths-i— 
'T is thine to say t/i^ieh shall pfe^ddrat^, 

i^.r^. Mine! can 1 say^thcm? ftarac the mighty 

J jp^so m 

If I must bear their ehainS dOtifWethe Weighti 
And I will kiss the hand that puts ^em on \ 
Or if my streaming blood must be the purchase. 
Drain ev*ry sluice and channel of my body, 
My swelling veins will burst to give it passage. 

Mah. I *11 tell thee then — ^renounce thy Pagan faith, 
Abolish thy vain gods, and*— — 

Ale, Ha!. 

Mab, Nay, more, 
SuHrender Mecca to me, quit this temple. 
Assist me to impose upon the vvorld, 
Thundef lay Kon&n to the gazing crowd. 
Proclaim me for their pfophet and their king. 
And be a glorious pattern of credulity 
To Korah's stubborn tribe. These terms performed 
Thy son shall be restored, and Mahomet's self 
Will deign to wed thy daughter. 

Ale. Hear me, Mahonlet 

I am a father^ and this bosom boasts 

A heart as tender as e'er parent bore. 

After a fifteen years of anguish for them. 

Once more to view my children, clasp them to me, 

Atid die in their embraces — melting thought ! 

Butiwei* 1 doom'd ©r to enslave my cOUutP}', 
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And h«lp to 8pr«ad black error o'er the earth) 
Or to b«bold these biood-embruod handa, 
Depriv« me of them both— -Know me then, Mahomet^ 
I 'd not sidmh a doubt to okmd xhy choioc » i n 
{^Looking eanustfy 4t Mahomet fof t§me time before hi 
speaks. 

Farewell. [Exit Akanot. 

Mab, Why, ^re thee wdl tfaen^ churlish dotard ! 
Inexorable fool ! Now by my arms 
I will have great revenge ; I "U meet thy scorn 
With treble retribution. 

Enter Mii^van* 

Well, myMirvan, 

What say*st thou to it now > 

Mer, Why, that Alcanor 
Or we must fall. 

Mab. Pall then the obdurate rebell 

Mer. The truce expires to-morrow, wbea Ateanor 
Again is Mecca's master, and has vow*d 
Destruction on \hy head : ti)e m^te ioo 
Have pass'd Ay doonu 

Mab. Those hearf-chiird fdX^ babblers^ 
Placed on the bench of ^oth with easecin Bod 
And vote a man to death ; why do xt'i the cowards 
Stand me in yonder pkiin ?— With half their numbers 
1 drove fhem hend^ong to then: ws^lls for shelter^ 
And he was deem'd the wisest sen2?tor 
That entered first the gate i bl» now they tlMtnk 
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They 'ave got me in the toil their spirit mount. 
And they could prove most valarous assassin s 
Well, this I like— -I always ow'd my greatness 
To opposition 5 had I not met with struggles^ 
I 'd been obscure — ^Enough — ^Perish Alcanor ! 
He marbled up tlie pliant populace. 
Those dupes of novelty will bend before us 
Like osiei*s to a hurrican e - ■ ■ ■ 

Mir, No time 
Is to be lost. 

Mab, But for a proper arm; 
For, however irksome, we must save 
Appearances, and mask it with the vulgar. 

Mir, True, my sage chief— What think'st thou 
Zaphna ? 

Mah. Of Zaphna, say'st thou I 

Mir, Yes, Alcanor's hostage— . 
He can in private do the vengeance on him : 
Thy other favorites of maturer age. 
And more discreetly zealous, would not risk it : 
Youth is the stock whence grafted superstition 
Shoots with unbounded vigour. He 's a slave 
To thy despotic faith, and urg'd by thee> 
However mild his nature may appear, 
H6w6'er humane and noble in his spirit, 
Or strong his i*eason, where allow'd to reason, 
He would for Heaven's sake martyr half mankind. 

Mab. The btofher of Palmira I 

Mir, Yes, that brother. 
The only son of thy outrageous foe, 
And the incestuous rival of thy love. 
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Mab. I hate the stripling, loathe his veiy name ; 
The manes of my son too cries for vengeance 
On the curs'd sire; but then thou know'st my lore, 
Know'st from whose blood she sprang ; this staggers, 
Minran ; 

And yet I 'm here surrounded with a gulf 
Keady to swallow me ; come too in quest 
Of altars and a throne— What must be done ! 
My warring passions, like contendirig clouds 
I When fraught with thunder's fatal fuel, burst 
Upon themselves, and rend me with the ehock. 
And shall enervating contagious love 
Hag my aspiring spirit, sink me down 
To woman's shackles, make a laptiiing of mc ? 
Glory ! that must not be I ambition still 
And great revenge impetuous urge their clainw. 
And must be notic'd. Mirvan, sound ^is youth : 
Touch not at once upon the startling purpose, 
But make due preparation. 

Mir. I '11 attack him 
With all the forces of enthusiasm ; 
There lies our strength. 

Mab, First then, a solemn vow 
To ad whatever Heaven by me enjohis him j 
Next omens, dreams, and visions, may be pleaded j 
Hints too of black designs by this Alcanor 
Upon Palmira's virtue and his life 
But to the proof— Be now propitious. Fortune, 
Then love, ambition, vengeance, jointly triumph, 
[Exeunt^ 
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ACT III. SCENE 1. 



A Grund Apartment. Enter Zaphna. and Palmira. 

Zaphna. 

Alcanqr claim a private conference with us ! 
What ha9 he to unfold ? 

Pal, I tremble, Zaphna,. 

Zapbt Time pressed too, did he say ? 

Pal, He did ; then cast 
A look so piercing on me it o'erwhelra'd 
My face with deep confusion j this he marked. 
Then starting left me. 

Zapb, [Aside.'] Ha! tjiis gives me fear 
That Mirvan'n jealousies are too well grounded j 
But I mpstnot distract her tender bosom 
With visionary terrors. [7f Pal.] Both in private? 

Pal, In private both. 

Zapb. Her virtue and my life ! [Apart, 
It cannot be 5 so reverend a form 
Could ne'er be pander to such black devices. . 

Pal, But let us shun it, Zaj^na ; much I fear 
Alca^ior has deceived us : dread the treachery 
Of this blood-thirsty senate. Trust me, Zaphna> . 
They 've sworn the extirpation of our faith. 
Nor care by what vile means 

Zapb, My soul's best treasure, 
For whose security my ev'ry thought 
r: . 2 
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Is up ill arms, regardless of my own ; 
Shun thou Alcanor's presence ! This hour, Paknira» 
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff, 
Prepares to solemnize some aft of worship 
Of a more hallow'd and mysterious kind 
Than will admit of vulgar eye j myself 
Alone am honoured to assist. 
PaL Alone ! 

Zaph, Yes, to devote myself by solemn vow 
For some great aft, of which my fair 's the pi «c. 
Pal, What aft ? 

Zaph, No matter, since my lov'd Palmira 
Shall be the glorious recompense— 

Pal, Oh, Zaphnal 
Methmks I do not like this secret vow. 
Why must I not be present ! were I witli tliee, 
I should not be so anxious $ 
For trust me, Zaphna, my afFeftion for thee 
Is of that pure disinterested nature. 
So free f . om passion's taint, I 've no one wish 
To have thee more than thus, have thee my friend. 
Share thy lov'd converse, wait upon tliy welfare. 
And view thee with a sister's spotless eye. 

Zapb, Angelic excellence ! 

Pal, And let me tell thee 
This Mirvan, this fierce Mirvan gives me terrors : 
So far from tendering consolation to me, 
His theme is blood and slaughter. As I met him 
His eyes flam'd fury, whilst in dubious phrase 
He thus bespoke me — The destroying angel 
Dij 
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Must be let loose— Palmira, Heaven ordains 
Some glorious deed for thee, yet hid in darkness { 
Learn an implicit reverence for its will ; 
And above all I warn the* fear for Zaphna. 

Zapb, What could he mean ? can I belicye, Alcahor, 
Thy fair deportment but a treacherous mask ? 
Yet spite of all the rage that ought to fire me 
Against this rebel to our faith and prophet 
I 'ave held me happy in his friendship, 
And bondage wore the livery of choice. 

PaL How has Heaven fraught our love-linkM hearts, 
my Zaphna, 

With the same thoughts, arersicms, and ^Jesires 1 
But for thy safety and our dread religion, 
That thunders hatred to all infidels, 
With great remorse I should accuse Alcanor. 

Zapb, Let us shake off this vain remorse, Palmira, 
Resign ourselves to Heaven and aft its pleasure. 
The hour is come that I must pledge my vow » 
Doubt not but the Supreme, who claims this service. 
Will prove propitious to oar chaste endearments. 
Farewell, my love ! I fly to gain the summit 
Of eartli's felicity — to gain Palmira. [^xiV. 

PaL Where'er I turn me here 't is all suspicion. 
What means this vow ? Mirvan, I like thee not : 
Alcanor too distrafls my tim'rous breast : 
Ev'n Mahomet's self I dread, whilst I invoke him. 
Like one benighted 'midst a place of tombs 
I gaze aiound me, start at ev*ry mofion, 
And seem heram'd in by visionary speftrcs. 
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All-righteous Power, whom trembling I adore^ 

And blindly follow, oh, deliver me 

From these heart-rending terrors! — ^Hal who'f here? 

Enter Mahomet. 

is he! *t is Mahomet himself! kind Heav'n 
Has sent him to my aid — My gracious lord ! 
Prote6l the dear, dear idol of my soul 5 
Save Zaphna; guard him from 

Mab, From what! — why Zaphna? 
Whence this vain terror ? is he not with us ? 

PaL Oh sir, you double now my apprehensions ! 
Those broken accents and that eager look 
Shew you have anguish smoth'ring at the heart. 
And prove for once that Mahomet's a mortal. 

Mob, [Apart.'] Ha I I shall turn a traitor to myself^ 
0, woman ! woman ! hear me ; ought I not 
To be enrag'd at thy prophane attachment ? 
How could thy, breast, without the keenest sting. 
Harbour one thought not diftated by me ? 
Is that young mind I took such toil to form 
Turn'd an ingrite and infidel at once ? 
Away, rebellious maid 

Pah What dost thou say, 
My royal lord ? Thus prostrate at your feet 
Let me implore forgiveness, if in aught 
I have offended : talk not to me thus ; 
A frown from thee, my father and my king, 
I5 death to poor Pahnira. Say then, Mahomet, 
P iij 
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Didst thou not in this very place pennit him 
To render me his vows ? 

Mah, lApartJ] •« His vows! perdition P* 
How the soft traitress racks me ! — Rise, Pabnira— I 

[Apart. ^ Down, rebel love ! I must be calm Come | 

hither 5 I 
Beware, rash maid, of such imprudent steps, I 
They lead to guilt. What wild pernicious errors 
May n't the heart yield to if not greatly watch'd I 

Pal. In loving Zaphna sure it cannot err j 
There 's nothing wild, nothing pernicious— 

Mab, How! 
This theme delights you— — 

Pal. I must own it does. 
Yes, my great master, for I still have thought 
That Heaven itself approved of my afFe6lion, 
And gave a sanction to our mutual ardors. 
Can what was virtue once be now a crime ? 
Can I be guilt y 

Mah. Yes— towards me you are ■ 
You, nurs*d from infancy beneath my eye. 
Child of my care, and pupil of my faith, 
YoU| whom my partial fondness still distinguish 'd 
From all the captive youths that graced my triumphSf 
And you, who now without my leave permit 
A slave to bear thee from ray sight for ever. 

Pal. No, we both live, nay more, would die for thcc: 
And oh, my lord! if all that earth can offer 
Of grandeur, opulence, or pleasure, e'er 
Shall make me deaf to gratitude^s demands. 
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May Zaphna's self be evidence against me, 

And plead for double vengeance on my treachery. 

Mab, [Apart,] Zaphna again! Furiesl I shall relapse! 
And make her witness of my weakness. 

Pal. Sir! 

What sudden start of passion arms that eye ? 

Mab, Oh, nothing: pray retire a while: take courage; 
I 'm not at all displeasM : *t was but to sound 
The depth of thy yoimg heart. I praise thy choice j 
Trust then thy dearest interest to my bosom : 
But know your fate depends on your obedience. 
If I have been a guardian to your youth, 
If all my lavish bounties past weigh aught. 
Deserve the future blessings which await you. 
Howe'er the voice of Heaven dispose of Zaphna, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads. 
That he may keep his vow, and merit thee. 

Paf. Distrust him not, my sovereign ; noble Zaphna 
Disdains to lag in love or glory's cause. 

Mab, Enough of words — 

Pal, As boldly I 'ave avow'd 
The love I bear that hero at your feet, 
I '11 now to him, and fire his generous breast 
To prove the duty he has sworn to thee. [Exit Pal, 

Mab, [Alone,'} Confusion ! must I, spite o' mc be 
made 

The confidant of her incestuous passion f 

What could I say ? such sweet simplicity 

Lur'd down my rage, and innocently wingM 

The arrow through my heart. And ^laU I bear this ? 
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Be made the sport of carsM Alcanor's house ? 
Checked in my rapid progress by the fire. 
Supplanted in my love by this rash boy. 
And made a gentle pander to the daughter? 
Perdition on the whole detested race ! 

Enter Mir van. 

Mir, Now, Mahomet 's the time to seiac on Mecca, 
Crush this Alcanor, and enjoy Palmira. 
Tlijs night the old enthusiast offers incense 
To his vain gods in sacred Caabo : 
'Ziphna, who flames with zeal for heaven and thee. 
May be won o'er to seke that lucky moment. 

Mab, He shall; it must be so $ he *s bom to a6t 
The glorious crime ; and let him be at once 
The instrument and victim of the murder. 
My law, my love, my vengeance, my own safety. 
Have doom'd it so— But, Mirvan, dost thou think 
His youthful courage, nurs'd in supersi^on. 
Can e'er be work'd— - 

Mir. I tell thee, Mahomet, 
He 's tutor'd to accomplish thy design. 
Palmira too, who thinks thy will is Heaven's, 
Will nerve his arm to execute thy pleasure. 
Love and enthusiasm blind her youth : 
They 're still most zealous who 're most ignorant. 

Mab, Didst thou engage him by a solemn vow f 

Mir, I did, with all th' enthusiastic pomp 
Thy law enjoins j then gave him, as from th«e, 
A consecrated sword to aft thy will. 
Oh, he is burning with re^ious fuiyl 
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Mab, But \\(M, he come s 

Efiier Zaphka. 
Child of that awful and tremendous power 
Whose laws I publish) whose behests prochkiy 
Listen whilst I unfold bis sacred will : 
'T is thine to vindicate his ways to man, 
'T is thme his injur'd worship to arcnge. 

Zapb. Thou lord of nations, delegate of Heaven^ 
Sent to shed day o'er thcbcnighted world, 
Oh, say in what can Zaphna prove his duty 1 
Instruft me how a frail earth-prison'd mortal 
Can or avenge or vindicate a god. 

Mab. By thy weak arm he (deigns to prove bis cause. 
And launch his vengeance on blaspheming rebels. 

Zapb, What glorious a£tion, what illustrious danger 
Does that Supreme, whose image thou, demand ? 
Place me, oh, place me ! in the front of battle 
'Gainst odds innumerable j try me there; 
Or, if a single combat claim my might, 
The stoutest Arab may step forth and see 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought. 

Mab, Oh, greatly said, ray son ; 't is inspiration ! 
But heed me : 't is not by a glaring aft 
Of human valour Heaven has wiU'd to prove thee j 
This mfidels themselves may boast, when led 
By ostentation, rage, or brute-like rashness. 
To do whatever Heaven gives in sacred charge. 
Nor dare to sound its fathomless decrees. 
This, and this only 's meritorious zeaK 
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Attend, adore, obey 5 thou shalt be artn'd 
By death's remorseless angel which awaits me. 
Zapb, Speak out, pronounce j what vi£Hm must I 
offer? 

What tyrant sacrifice ? whose blood requir'st thou ? 

Mah, The blood of a detested infidel, 
A murderer, a foe to Heaven and me, 
A wretch who slew my child, blasphemes my god. 
And, like a huge Colossus, bears a world 
Of impious opposition to my faith ; 
The blood of curst Alcanor. 

Zapb. II— Alcanor! 

Mah, What! dost thou hesitate! Rashyouth,bewarc; 
He that deliberates is sacrilegious. 
Far, far from me be these audacious mortals. 
Who for themselves would impiously judge, 
Or see with their own eyes ; who dares to think 
Was never born a proselyte for me. 
Know who I am ; know on this very spot 
I 'avc charged thee with the just decree of Heaven, 
And when that Heaven requires of thee no more 
Than the bare offering of its deadliest foe, 
Nay, thy foe too, and mine, why dost thou balance, 
As thy own father were the viftim claim'd ! 
Go, vile idolater! false Mussulman! 
Go seek another master, a new faith. 

Zapb. Oh, Mahomet ! 

Mab. Just when tlie prize is ready. 
When fair Palmira's destin'd to thy arms 
But what 's Palmira? or what's Heaven to thee. 
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Thou poor weak rebel to thy feith and love I 
Go serve and cringe to our detested foe. 

Zafb, Oh, pardon, Mahomet ! methinks I hear 
The oracle of Heaven — It shall be done. 

Mab, Obey then, strike, and for his impious blood, 
Palmira's charms and Paradise be thine. 
[" Afart to Mil-van.] Mir van, attend him close, and let 
thy eyes 

" Be fix'd on ev'ry movement of liis soul.*' ^Exeunt, 
Zapb. lA/one.'] Soft, let me think — This duty weai's 
the face 

Of something more than monstrous — Pardon, Heaven I 

To sacrifice an innocent old man, 

Weigh'd down with age, unsuccour'd and unarm'd ! 

When I am hostage for his safety too! 

No matter, Heaven4ias chose me for the duty ; 
My vow is past and must be straight fulfiU'd. 
Yc stern relentless ministers of wrath, 
Spirits of vengeance ! by whose ruthless hands 
The haughty tyrants of the earth have bled. 
Come to my succour, to my flaming zeal 
Join your determined courage ; 
Andtllou, angel 

Of Maliomet, exterminating angel ! 

That raow'st down nations to prepare his passage. 

Support my falt'ring will, harden my heart, 

L?st nature, pity, plead Alcanor's cause. 

And wrest the the dagger from me. 

Hlh ! who comes here ? 
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Enter Alcanor. 

Ale, Whence, Zaphna, that deep gloom. 
That, Ike a blasting mildew on the ear 
Of promised harvest, blackens o'er thy visage ? 
Grieve not that here, through form, thou art confin'dj 
I hold thee not as hostage but as friend, 
And make thy safety partner with my own. 

Zapb. I Apart. 1 And make my safety partner with 
thy own ! 

Ale. The bloody carnage, by this truce suspended 
Por a few moments, like a torrent check'd 
In its full flow, will, with redoubled strength. 

Bear all before it 

In this impending scene of public horror 
Be then, dear youth ! these mansions thy asylum : 
I'll be thy hostage now, and with my life 
Will answer that no mischief shall befal thee. 
I know not why, but thou art precious to me. 

Zapb. Heaven, duty, gratitude, humanity ! {Apart^ 
What didst thou say, Alcanor? Didst thou say 
That thy own roof should shield me from the tempest ? 
That thy own life stood hostage for my safety ? 

Ale, Why thus amaz'd at my compassion for thee? 
I am a man myself, and that 's enough 
To make me feel the woes of other men. 
And labour to redress 'em— 

Zapb. [Apart, ^ What melody these accents make! 
And, whilst my own religion spurs to murder, 
His precepts of humanity prevail. 
[To Alcanor.] Can then a foe to Mahomet's sacred law 
Be virtue's friend ? 
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Ale, Thou Icnow'st but little, Zaphna, 
If thou dost think true virtue is confined 
To climes or sy stenw ; no, it flows spontaneous, 
Like life's warm stream throughout the whole creation. 
And beats the pulse of ev'ry healthful heait. 
How canst thou, Zaphna, worship for thy god, 
A being, ^jlaiming cruelty an4 murders 
From his adorers ? Such is thy master's god-~ 

Zapb, [Apart. ^ Ob, my relenting soul! thou 'rt 
almost thaw'd 
From thy resolve — I pray you, m, no more. 
Peace, reason, peace ! 

Ale, [4part,'] The more I view him, talk with him, 
observe 

His understanding tow'ring 'bovc his age,. 
His candour, which ev'a bigotry can't smother. 
The more my breast takes int'rest in his welfare. 
[To Zaphm,'] Zaphna, come near— I oft haVe thought 
to ask thee 

To whom thou ow'st thy birth, whose gen'rous blood 
SweUs tty young veins and mantles at thy heart. 
Zaph. That dwells in darkness j no oitt frkndhf 

beam 

E'er gave me glim|^ from whom I am descended. 
The camp of godlike Mahomet hw been 
^fy cradle and ray cotrntFy, whilst of all 
His captive infaats no one more has shar'd 
The sunshine cf his clemency and care. 

Ale, I do not blame thy gratitude young ma» i 
i^ut why was Maiioinet thy benefa^lpr ? 

E 
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Why was not I ? I envy him that glory. 
Why then this impious man has been a father 
Alike to thee and to the fair Palmira. 
Zafb. Oh! 

Ale, What '8 the cause, my Zaphna, of that sigh, 
And all that language of a smother 'd anguish ? 
Why didst thou snatch away thy cordial eye 
That shone on me before ? 

Zapb. '{Apart.] Oh, ray torn heart! 
Palmira's name revives the i-acking thought 
Of my near blunted purpose. 

Ale, Come, my friend ; 
The floodgates of destrudtion soon thrown ope 
Will pour in ruin on that curse of nations. 
If I can save but thee and fair Palmira 
From this overflowing tide, let all the rest 
Of his abandoned minions be the vi6iims 
For your deliverance — I must save your blood. 

2apb. I Apart, 'i Just Heav*n! and is 't not I must 
shed his blood ? 

Ale, Nay, tremble if thou dar'st to hesitate. 
Follow me straight. 

Enter Fhakov, 

Pba, . Alcanor, read that letter. 
Put in my hands this moment by an Arab 
With utmost stealth, and air bespeaking somewhat 
Of high importance. 

Ale. [Rends, "] Whence is this? — Hercides ! 
Cautious, my C) es \ be sure you *re not mistaken 
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In wliat you here insinuate. Gracious Heaven! 
Will then thy providence at length o'er-rule 
My wayward fate, and by one matchless blessing 
Sweeten the sufTrings of a threescore years I— 

lifter looking for some time earneUly at Zaphna. 
Follow me. 

Zafh. Thee I— But Mahomet— 

Ale Thy life 
And all its future bliss dwells on this moment. 
Follow, I say. \^Exeunt Alcanor and Pharon. 

Enter Mir van and his Attendants hastily on the other 
side of the Stage, 
Mir. [To Zaph.] Traitor, turn back; what means 
This conference with the foe ? To Mahomet 
Away this instant j he commands thy presence. 
Zapb. Impart,] Where ami? Heaveps! how shall 
I now resolve! 
How a6l I A precipice on cv*ry side 
*' Awaits me," and the first, least step's p«-dition. 
Mir. Young man, our prophet brooks not such 
delay ; 

Go stop the bolt that's ready to be launched 
On thy rebellious head. 

Zaph. Yes, and renounce 
This horrid vow, that 's poison to my soul. 

\^£xit Kjith Mii*van, (^c. 

Re-enter Alcanor and Pharon. ^ 
Ale. Where is this Zaphna ?— But he flies me still : 
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In vain I call In all the soft'ning arts 

Of pity, love, and friendship, to engage him : 

His breast is sear'd by that impostor's precepts 

'Gainst aH who bid defiance to his laws. 

But, Pbaron, didst thou mark the baneful gloom. 

That somewhat like reludlance, rage, and pity. 

That blended sat upon his pensive brow ? 

Pba, I did j there 's something at his heait— — 

Ale, There is- — 
Would I could fathom it ! This letter, Pbaron, 
His aspect, age, the transport that I taste 
When he is near me, the anxiety 
His absence gives, do too much violence 
To my distracted sense. Hercides here 
Desires to see me j 'twas his barbarous hands 
That robb'd me of my cliildrca 5 they are living. 
He tells me, under Mahomet's protection. 
And he has something to imfold on which 
Their destiny and mine depends. This Zaphna 
And young Palmira, vassals of that tyrant, 
Are ignorant from whom th^ are descended* 
Imagination's pregnant with the thought. 
My wishes mock me. Sinking with my grief 
I blindly catch at ev'ry flatt'ridg error, 
And supplicate deception's self for succour* 

Pba. Hope, but yet fear, Alcanor t think, my chieft 
How many infants from their parents torn. 
Ere conscious whose they are, attend that tyrant, 
^rink in his didates, plate their being in him» 
And deem him an infallible dispenser 
Of Heaven's decision s ■■ 
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Alc» Well, no rnatter, Pharon 5 
At noon of night conduft Hercides hither j 
Thy master in th* adjoining fane once more 
Will importune ihegods with prayers and incense. 
That he may save his friends and see his children. 

Pha, Thou shalt not find thy Pharon slack in aught 
That tends to thy deliverance from this anguish. 

Ale. Just Heaven ! if by erroneous thought or a£t 
I have drawn down your fierce displeasure on me, - 
Point me to right, I Ml onward to its goal 
With double energy, will expiate all. 
That in the days of ignorance might offend j 
Only restore my children to my cai c. 
Give to my craving arms my hapless children, 
That I may form them, turn 'em back from wrong. 
Weed their young minds of those pernicious errors 
The arch-impostor has implanted in 'em. 
Train 'em in virtue's school, and lead them on 
To deeds of glorious and immortal honour. [Exit. 



ACT jr. SCENE L 



Mahomet's Apartment, Mahomet alone, 
Mahomet. 

Ambition knows jiot conscienc e 

Well, this Zaphna 

Is fix'd at length— I lessoned him $0 home, 
E iij 
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Dealt to his young enthnsiastic soul 
Such promises and threats— 

EftUr Mir VAN. 
Mirvan, what news? 

Mir. Oh, Mahomet, I fear the nice- woven Web 
Of our desigft 's unraveird. Ere thy si^irk 
Had re-inflam'd young Zaphna with the thirst 
Of old Alcanor's blood he had reveal'd 
The dreadful purpose to Hercides 

Mab. Hah! 

Mir. Hercides loves the youth, and Z^hna still 
Has held him as a father. 

Mab. That I like not. 
What does Hercides say ? thinks he with us ? 

Mir. Oh, no 5 he trembles at the very thought 
Of this dread scene, compassionates Alcanor, 
And 

Mab, He '8 but a hatf friend then, and a half friend 
Is not a span from traitor. Mirvan, Mirvan, 
A dangerous witness must lie some ^ay dealt with— 
Am I obeyed ? 

Mir. 'T is done. 

Mab. Then for the rest— — 
Or, e'er the harbinger of morrow's dawn 
Gleam in the east, Alcanor, thou must set, 
Or Mahomet and all his hopes must perish : 
That's the first Step then— Zaphna, next for thee. 
Soon as thy hands have dealt the midnight mischief 
In thy own blood the secret must be drown'd. 
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Thus quit of son and father (those curst rivals 
Who elbow me at once in love and grandeur) 
Soth Mecca and Palmira shall be mine. 
Oh, tow'ring prospeft ! how it fills the eye 
Of wf aspiring bUd fcnamourM soul ! 
Night! put on double ss^, that no star 
May bb a spy on those dark deed s ■ WcU» N^an, 
Shall we accomplish this ? 
Mr. We fhalU my chief. 

Mah. What) thoi;^h I seite his life fixHn whom she 
sprung? 

He 's fiot her father as she knows it not. 

Trust me, those pattial ties of blood and kindred 

Are but the illutive taints of education : 

What we call nature is mere habit, Mirvan ; 

That habit 's on oUr side j for the whole study 

Of this young creature's life has been obedience. 

To think, belseire, and a6t, as plea&ur'd me. 

But hold) the hour on which our fortune hangs 

Is how at haiKl. While Za^na seeks the temple 

Let us look round iis> see that not a wheel 

Lag in the vast machine we have at work s 

It is success that consecrates our a6l:ions : 

The vanquish'd rebel as a rebel dies. 

The vidor-rebel plumes him on a throne. lExeunt* 
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SCENE II. 



changes to the Tentple. Enter Zhvn^k nvitb a dravm 
Sword in bis band, 
Zapb. Well then, it must be so ; I must discharge 
This cruel duty — ^Mahomet enjoins it. 
And Heaven through him demands it of my hands. 
Horrid, though sacred a6i !— my soul shrinks back, 
And won't admit conviflion — Ay, but Heaven 1 
Heaven's call I must obey — Oh, dire obedience ! 
What dost thou cost me I my humanity ! 
Why, duty, art thou tlius at war with nature ? 

Enter Palmira. 

Thou here, Palmira ! oh ! what fatal transport 
Leads thee to this sad place, these dark abodes, 
Sacred to death ? Thou hast no bus'ness here. 

Pa!. Oh, Zaphna, fear and love have been my guides. 
What horrid sacrifice is this enjoin*d thee? 
What viftim does the god of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tender hand ? 

Zapb. Oh, my guardian angel, 
Speak, resolve me ; 
How can assassination be a virtue ? 
How can the gracious parent of mankind 
Delight in mankind's sufferings? May n't this pix>pb<^ 
This great announcer of his heavenly will, 
Mistake it once ? 
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Fd Oh, trtnAfc to exaiaiiie. 
He sees our hearts.-— -To doubt is to blaspheme. 

Zsn^. Be steady thcn> my soul, firm to thy purpose. 
And let religion steel thee against pity. 
Come forth thou foe to Mahomet and Heaven, 
And meet the doom thy rebel fiuth deserves j 
Come forth, Alcaaer I 

?aL Who, Alcanor ! 

Zafh. Yes.. 

PaL The good Alcanor? 

Zafb, " Why d' ye cdU him good?*' 
Curse on his Pagan virtues ! he must die ; 
So Mahomet commands : and yet mcthinks 
SoMB other deity arrests my arm. 
And whispers to my heart — Zaphna, forbear! 

fd, Distraded state! 

Alas ! my dearPalmmi, 
I'm weak, and shudder at this bk>ody business. 
Help me, oh help> Palmira ! I am torn, 
Distra^ed with this- confli^l:. 
Zeal, horror, k)ve, and pity, seize my breast, 
And drag it diff'rent ways. Alas ! Palmira, 
You see me tossing on a sea of passions ; 
*T»^ne, my angel, to appease this tempest. 
Fix my distrfefted will, and teach me 

Pal, What \ 

What tan I teach thee in this strife of passions? 
Oil, Zaphna ! I revere our holy prophet, 
Tlunk all his laws are registered in heaven. 
And ev'ry mandate minted in the skies. 
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Zaph. But then to break through hospitality, 
And murder lum by whom we are prote^ed • 

Pal. Oh,p9or Alcanor! gen'rous, |^d Alcanor! 
My heart bleeds for thee. 

Zaph, Know then, unless I aft this horrid scene. 
Unless I plunge this dagger in the breast 
Of that old man, I must — I mus t 

PaL What 

Zaph. Must, Palmira 
(Oh, agonizing thought !) lose thee for ever. 

Pal. Am I the price of good Alcanor's blood ? 

Zaph. So Mahomet ordains. 

PaL Horrible dowiy 1 

Zaph. Thou know'st the curse our prophet hai' 
denounced 
Of endless tortui es on the disobedient ? 
Thou know'st with what an oath I 've bound myself 
To vindicate his laws, extirpate all 
That dare oppose his progress : say then, fair one. 
Thou tutoress divine, instru6V me*how— 
How to obey my chief, perform my oath, 
Yet list to mercy's call. 

Pal, This rends my heart. 

Zaph. How to avoid being banish'd thee for cver» 

Pal. Oh, save me from that thought I must that 
e'er be ? 

Zapb. It must not : thou hast now pronounced hit 
doom. 

Pal. Whatdoom?--HaveI! 

Zapb. Yes, thou hast sealed his death* 
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?d. I seal his death 1— Did I ? 
Zaph, 'T was Heaven spoke by thecj thou'rt its 
oracle. 

And I *11 fulfill its laws. This is the hour 
In which he pays at the adjoining altar 
Bbck rites to his imaginary gods. 
Follow me not, Palmira ! 
' Pa/. I must follow \ 
I will not, dare not leave thee. 

Zapb, Gentle maid, 
I beg thee fly these walls ; tliou canst not bear 
This horrid scene — Oh> these are dreadful moments I 
Begone— quick— pthis way— 

?al. No, I follow thee. 
Retread thy ev'ry footstep, though they lead 
To the dark gulf of death. 

Zafb^ Thou matchless maid ! — to the dire trial then. 



SCENE III. 



Draivsand duco^vers the inner fart of the Temple y ^'ttba 
Pagan Altar and Images, Alcanor addressing kirn- 
self to the Idols. 

Ale, Eternal Powers 1 that deign to bless these man- 
sions, 

Proteftors of the sons of Ishraael, 

Crush, crush this blasphemous invader's force, 
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And turn him back with ^h^jnp. . If pow> beyoiu*^ 
Oh ! shield your injqr'd votaries and hy 
Oppression bleeiling at your altar's foot. 

Enter Zaphna and. Palmira* 
?al, lEntering,} A& not this bloody deeds Ob, unt 

him, save him. 
Zapb. Save him, and lose both Paradke and tlieel 
Pal. Hah, yonder he. stands«-v01i i ZUphtta, all my 
blood 
Is frozen at the sigbt^ 

. Ak. *T is in yomr own bcltalf tltat I imptere 
The terrors of your might j awift, smftly 
Pour vengeance on this vile apostate's head^ 
Who darca pronely vmrest yoiur thunder fyoiA yoVf 
And lodge It with an unknowix, fancy'd god. 

Hw the wcetch bia$|dioaie&l Sq» j^ov— 
PaJ. Hold, Zaphna! 
Za^. Let me go— 
Pal. I cannot— cannot. 

Ale. But, if for reasons which dlmsighted mortals 
Can't look into, you '11 crown this daring rebel 
With royalty ajxd piri^fclwxl, ts^k^ «^Ufc : 
And if, ye gracious Powers I you 'ave ovght «f hlias 
In store for me, at ray last hour pemait i»e 
To see my children, pour n\y blessing on them, 
Expire in their dear arms, and let them close 
These eyes, which then would wish no afterslght. 

Pal. His children did he say ? 

Zaph. I think he did 
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Ak. For thia I at your alUr pay my vows. 
And make it moko with incense. 

lMMtir€Jt bibmd tha altar, 

Zaph, ** Now '8 the time [Drttwing his rj}$rd. 
Insulting Heaven he flies to jtonw for refuge : 
Now let me strike. 

Pal. Stay but one moment, Zaphna. 

Zapb. It must not bc*->uahaad me. 

Pal. What to do? 

Zapb, To serve ray |;od and kin^, and merit tliee.- 
IBreakw^ from Palmira> and going ioivardf 
the altar, be starts^ and stops short. 
Ha I whait ajre ye, ye te/rUying shades ? 
What means this lake of blood that lies before me ? 

Pal. Oh, Zaphna! let us fly these horrid roof 6« 

Zapb. No, go on yc ministers of death j 
Lead me the way : I '11 follow ye. 

Pal. Stay, Zaphna; 
Heap no more horrors on me ; I expiring 
Beneath the load. 

Zapb. Be hush'd the altar tremWes I 

What means that omen ! does it spur to murder. 
Or would it rein me back ? No, 'tis the voice 
Of Heaven itself that chides my lin^'ring hand. 
Now send up thkher all thy vows, Palmira, 
Whilst I obey its will and give the stroke. 

[Goes out behind the altar after Alcai^r. 

Pal. What vows ? wiU Heaven receive a mwd'rer's 
vows? 

For sure I 'm siich whilst I prevent n^t njujrder* 
F 
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Why beats my heart thus ? what soft voice is this 
That's waken'd in my soul, and preaches mercy ? 
If Heaven demands his life, dare I oppose ? 
Is it my place to judge ? — Hah ! that dire groan 
Proclaims the bloody business is about. 
Zaphna! oh, Zaphnal 

Re-enter Zaphna, 

Zapb. Ha ! where am I ? 
Who calls me ? where 's Palmira? she 's not here : 
What fiend has snatchM her from me ? 

Pal, Heav'ns! he raves! 
Dost thou not know me, Zaphna ! her who lives 
For thee alone ? — Why dost thou gaze thus on me ? 

Zaph, Where are we ? 

Pal, Hast thou then discharged 
The horrid duty ? * 

Zapb. What dost thou say? 

Pal, Alcanor— — 

Zapb, Alcanor! What Alcanor? 

Pal, Gracious Heaven, 
Look down upon him ! 
Let 's begone, my Zaphna, 
Let 's fly this place. 

Zapb, Oh, whither fly ! to whom * 
D' ye see these hands ? who will receive these hands ? 

Pal, Oh, come, and let me wash them with my tears i 

Zjpb, Who art thou ? let me lean on thee— I find 
My p wers returning. Is it thou, Palmira i 
Where have I been ? what have I done } 
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Pal. I know not t 
Think on 't no more. 

Zapb. But I mu&t think and talk on't too, Palmira. 
I seiz'd the viftim by his hoary locks 
(Thou, Heaven, didst will it) 
Then, shuddering with horror, bury'd straight 
The poignard in his breast, I had redoubled 
The bloody plunge — (what cannot zeal ptrsuade !) 
But that the venerable sire pourM forth 
So piteous a groan I look'd so, Palmira 
And with a feeble voice cry*d, is ic Zaphna ? 
1 could no more. Oh ! hadst thou seen, my love. 
The fell, fell dagger in his bosom, view'd 
His dying face, where sat such dignity, 
Cloth'd with compassion towards his base assassin, 

[Throwing himself on the ground* 
The dire remembrance weighs me to the earth- 
Here let me die 

Pal, Rise, my lov'd Zaphna ! rise. 
And let us fly to Mahomet for proteftion t 
If we are fqund in these abodes of slaughter 
Tortures and death attend us : let us fly. 

Zapb. [Starting up, I did fly at that bbsting sight, 
Palmira, 

When drawing out the fatal steel, he cast 
Such tender looks l—I fled— the fatal steel. 
The voice, the tender looks, the bleeding vi6Hm . 
Blessing his murderer, I could not fly : 
No, they clung to me, riv'd my throbbing heart. 
And set my brain on fire. What have we done ! 
Fij 
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Pal. Hark! what's that noise? t trembk for thy 
life. 

Oh ! in the name of k)ve> by all the tifes, 
Those sacred tiies that bind tliee mkie fc»* ev«l\ 
I do conjure thee follow hie. 

[ Alcanor ernes jram behind the altar, leaning ogakA 
ity nvkb the hlmdy ^^word in his bttndi 
Zapb. Hall! look, Palmira, see what o^^jeSl 's that 
Which bears upon my tortUr'd sight? Is *t het 
Or is't his bloody manes come tohaiirtt us > 
Pal, 'Tis he himself, poor wretch! striiggliti^ with 
death, 

And feebly crawling tow'rds us. Let me fly 
And yield what help I can : let me support thee. 
Thou much lamented, injur'*d, good old man ! 

Zafh, Why don't I move ? my feet are rooted here, 
And all my frame is struck and withered up 
As with a lightning's blast. 

Ale, My gentle maid. 
Wilt thou support me ? 
Weep not, my Palmira. 

Pal. I could weep tears of blood If that would serve 
thee. 

Ale. [Sitting doivn.] Zaphna, come hither; thou hast 
ta'en my life, 
For what offence, or what one thought towards thee 
That anger or malevolence gave birth, 
Heav'n knows I am unconficious. Do not look so : 
1 see thou dost relent. 
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Enter Pharon hanilj. 

Pal. iStarttng back.'\ Hah ! 'tis too late then. 

Ale. Would I could sec Hercides ? — ^Pharon^ la 
Thy martyrM iriend by hb distempered hand 
Is now expiring. 

Pba. Dire unnatural crime! 
Oh, wretched parricide !-*-4>ehold thy father. 

[PoinHngto Ale. 

Zapb. My father! 

Pal. Father! hah! 

Ale. Mysterious Heav'n ! 

Pba. Hercides dying by the hand of N^rvan^ 
Who slew him lest he should betray the secret. 
Saw me approach, and in the pangs of death 
Cry'd, fly and save Alcanor; wrest the sword 
J'rom Zaphna's hands if 'tis not yet too kte> 
That's destin'd for his death: then let him know 
That Zaphna and Pabnira are his children ! 

Pal.^ That Zaphna and Palmira are his children! 
Dost hear that, Zaphna ? 

Zaph. 'T is enough, my fate ! 
Canst thou ought moi«l 

Ale. Oh, nature ! oh, my children! 
By what vile instigations wert thou driv'n. 
Unhappy Zaphna ! to this bloody aftion ! 

Zapb, {Falling at bis fatberU feet.l Oh, I cannot speakj 
Restore me, sir, restore that damned weapon. 
That I for once may make it, as I ought. 
An instrument of justice. 

F iij 
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Pal, [Kneeling.'] Oh, my father, 
Strike here j the crime was mine ; *t Was I alone 
That work'd his will to this unnat'ral deed: 
Upon these terms alone he coukl be mine. 
And ince$t was the price of parricide. 

Zapb. Strike your assassins 

Jlc. I embrace my children. 
And joy to see them, though my life's the forfeit. 
Rise, children, rise and live j live to revenge 
Your father's d^eath — But in the name of nature^ 
By the remains of this paternal blood 
That 's oozing from my woundj raise hot your hands 
'Gainst your o\Vn being. Zaplinai wouldst thou do me 
A second deadlier mischief f 
Self-slaughter can't atone for parricide. 

Zapb. Theh I will live» 
Live to some purpose : this is glorious suffering. 

Mt, Thy undetermined arm ha' n't quite ftilfili'd 
Its bigot purpose $ I hope to live to anknate 
Our friends 'gainst this impostor ( lead 'em, Zat>bba, 
To root out a rapacious baneful crew. 
Whose zeal is phrensy, whose religion murder. 

Zapb. Swift, swift, ye hours I and light me to re- 
venge ! 

Come, thou infernal weapon. [SnMcbes the bloody rwvri. 
I '11 wash off thy foul stain with th^ heart's hfood 
Of that malignant, sandtify'd assassin. 
[As Zaphna is going (J^ Mirvan and bisfiUowers enter 
and sUf him. 
Mir, Seize Zaphna, 
And load the trait'rous murderer with chains : 
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Help you the good Alcanor-^apless man \ 
Our prophet in a tisrota kamt to«ntght 
The moumftll tale of tfcy untimely end. 
And sent me tknk^l to seizse the rile assassin. 
That he might wreak severest justice on him : 
Mahomet comes to vindioite the laws, 
Not suHferwith immunity tljeir breach. 

Ale. Heav'ns! what acctiraulated cri roes arc here! 

Zapb. Where is the monster ? bear me instant to him, 
That I may blast him with my eye, may curse him 
With my last hesitating voice. 

Pal, Thou traitor, 
Did not thy own death-doing tongue enjoin 
This horrid deed ? 

Mir, Not mine, by Heav'n ! 

Zapb. Not thine! 

Mir, No, by our prophet and his holy faith. 
Of all the thoughts ere harbour'd in this breast 
It ne'er had such a monster for its tenant. 

Zapb, Most accomplished villain ! 
Mirvan, look at me— dar'st thou— 

Mir. Off with him, [To tbe Soldiers. 

And see him well securM, till Mahomet 
Demands liim of you. 

Pal. . ViUaiflj hold ! [Lq^ing bold of Zaphna. 

Mir. ^.way. 

Zapb. Just, just reward ©f my credulity I 
Pal. Let me go with him j I will siiare thy fate 

Unhappy Zaphlii, for I share thy guilt. 

But then— [Locking back at Alc^or. 

Afir. No more-^you must to Mahomet: 
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Obey without rclu6lancfe t our great prophet. 
In pity to your tender frslmc and years, 
Will take you under his divine proteftion. 
PaL [ Apart. Oh, death! deliver me from such pro- 
tedlion ! 

Mir, If you would ought to save the destined Zaphnaj 
Follow me to the prophet ; you may move him 
To mitigate his doom — Away. 

[To the Soldiers <wbo bold Zaphna. 
You, this way. [7o Palmira, 

Zaph, Pardon! 

Pal. Oh, pardon! 

They afe led off by degrees, looking alternately ^ 
their father and each other, 

Ak. Oh, insupportable! 
Both from me torn then when I wanted most 
, Their consolatioh. [A shouts 

Pha. iiark! 
The citizens are rous'd, and all in arms 
Rush on to your defence. 

Ale. Pharon, support me 
Some moments longer — ^Help, conduft me towards 'cm i 
Bare this wound to *cm ; let that speak the cause, 
The treach'rous cause, for words begin to fail me ! 
Then, if in death I can but serve my countiy. 
Save my poor children from this tiger's gripe. 
And give a second life to that lov'd pair 
By whose misguided zeal I lose my own i 
What patriot- or parent but would with 
In so divine a cause to fall a martyr ! [Exewti. 
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Enter MahomeT Itnd MiRVAN. 

Wrong will be ever nurs'd and fed with blood- 
So this boy bigot held his pious purpose ? 
Mir, Devouriy. 

Mah, What a reasonless nrachitie 
Can superstition make the reas'ner, man! 
Alcanor lies there on his bfed of earth ? 

Mir. This moment hfe eicpivM, and Mccca*» youdi 
In vain lament their chidF. To the mad crowd 
That gather'd round good Alt and myself 
(Full of thy dauntless heav'nly-sceming spirit) 
DisclaimM the deed, ^nd pointed out the arm 
Of righteous Heav'a that strike* for Mahomet- 
Think ye, we cry'd (with cytjs and hands uprear'd) 
Thmk ye our holy prophet woi^d conseiit 
To sUch a crime, wht)$e foulness casts a Mot 
On right of nations, nature, TUrd our faith ? 
Ob, rather think he will revenge his death, 
And root his murd'rer from the burdenM earth ! 
Then stmck our breasts, and wept tlie good old man. 
And only wished he died andong tlie faithful, 
And slept with Ibrahim, 

Mab, Excellent MirvaU I 

Mir. We then both at large 
Descanted on tliy clemency anil bounty \ 
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On that the silent and desponding crowd 

Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and, last in shouts. 

And each mechanic grew a Mussulman. 

Mah, Oh, worthy to deceive and awe the world. 
Second to Mahomet ! let me embrace thee— 
But say, is not our army at their gates 
To back our clemency ? 

Mir, Omar commands 
Their nightly inarch thro' unsuspefted paths. 
And with the morn appears. 

Mah. At sight of them 
The weak remaining billows of this storm 
Will lash themselves to peace — ^But where isZaphna? 

Mtr. . Safe in a dungeon, where he dies apace. 
Unconscious of his fate: for well thou know'st 
Ere at the altar's foot he slew his sire 
In his own veins he bore his guilt's reward, 
A deadly draught of poison. 

Mah, I would be kind, and let him die deceiv'di 
Nor know that parent's blood defiles his soul. 

Mir. He cannot know it: if the grave be silent 
I*m sure Hercides is— 

Mah, Unhappy Zaphna ! 
Something like pity checks me for thy death • 
But why — I must not think that way— shall ^ahomct 
Give a neyir Paradise to all mankind. 
And let remorse of consciciice be the hell 
Of his o,Wn breast! My safety claim'd his life. 
And all the heav'n of fair Palmira's charms 
Shall be my great rcwaid. 
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Mtr. My noble lord, 
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleasure. 
Mah. At hand! How, Mirvan, couldst thou let me 
talk 

On theme* of guilt when that pure angePs near? 

Mir, The weeping fair, led on by flatt'ring hope 
Of Zaphna's lifcj attends your sacred will : 
A silent pale dejcftion shrowds her cheeks, 
Andy like the lily in a morning showV, 
She droops her head and locks up all her sweets. 

Mah, Say Mahomet awaits, and then 
Assemble all our chiefs, and on this platform 
Let them attend me straight. \Exit Mirvan. 

Enter Palmira Attendants, 

Pal. [apart. ^ Where have they led me ? 
Methinks each step I take, the mangled corpse 
Of my dear father (by poor Zaphna mangled) 
Lies in my way^ and all I see is blood [Starting, 
'Tis the impostor's self! — Burst, heart, in silence; 

Mah, Maid, lay aside this dread. Palmira's fate 
And that of Mecca by my will is fix'd. 
This great event, that fills thy soul with horror 
Is mystery to all but Heaven and Mahomet. 

Pal, Oh, ever righteous Heaven \ canst thou suffer 
This sacrilegious hypocrite, this spoiler, 
To steal thy terrors, and blaspheme thy name. 
Nor doom him instant dead ? [Aside ^ 

Mob, Child of my care^ 
At length from galling chains I 'ave set thee free. 
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And made thee triumph in a just revetigr ; 
Think then thou'rt dear tome> a^d Mahomet 
Regards thee with sv more th^ fether'^eye : 
Then know (if thou 'It deserve the mighty boon) 
An lii^r riame, a nobler fate^ «vfaits th^o. 

Fid. What would tyraftt ^ 

Mah. Rai^e thy thoughts to glory,. 
And sweep, tbi& Zaphna fiOW thy ijaemory. 
With all that > p^t— Let tfeij* m©*n flame expire 
Before thfi \Amt <rf ^wppiF^'s radiaat $u^. 
Thy grateful fc^t myst ans.i|ir€F to my bounties. 
Follow hwh ¥1 aU my <;onquests. 

jP^. Wh^t; laws, what bounties, and what conquest, 
tyrant ? 

Fraud is thy law, the tomb thy only boanty. 

Thy conquests fatal as infected air,. 

Dispeopling half the globe — See here, good Heaven! 

The venerable prophet { rever'd. 

The king I aerv'd, the god that I ador'd.. 

M^if^ iJpproacbin^ ber^l Whence this unwonted 
language, thisi wil4 frenzy ? 

Pal, Where is the spirU; of my martyred father? 
Where Zaj>l?(nA's ? where Palmira's innocence ? 
Blasted by thee, by thee, infem^ moAster— 
Thw fpuAd'st us a9g«\s wd hast m^de us fiends : 
Give, give us back our Uvea, our fan>^, our virtue: 
Thou canst not, tyrantr— yet thou s^'st my love* 
^k'st with Alcanor's bk)od hi« daug^r's lov0> 

Mab, [AparUl Horror an4 d«atUI the fat>l wKfS 
known. 
I 
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Mir, Oh, Mahomet, all *8 lost, thy glory tarnlsh'd. 
And th' insatiate tomb ripe to devour us ! 
Hcrcides' parting breath divulg'd the secret. 
The prison 's forc'd, the city all in arms : 
See where they bear aloft their murder'd chief, 
Fell Zaphna in Ihcir front, death in his looks. 
Rage all his strength. Spite of the deadly draught 
He holds in life but to make sure ef vengeance. 

Mob, What dost thou here then ? instant with our 
giianls. 

Attempt to stem their progress, till the arrival 
Of Omar with the troops .• 

Mir, I haste, my lord. [Exit Mirvan. 

Pal, Now, now, my hour 's at hand. 
Hear' St thou those shouts that rend the ambient air } 
Seest thou those glancing fires that add new horrors 
To the night's gloom ? fresh from- thy murd'ring 

poignard, • 
(For thine it was, though Zaphna gave the blow) 
My father's spirit leads the vengeftil shades 
Of all the wretches whom thy sword has butchered : 
I see them raise their unsubstantial arms 
To snatch me from thy rage, or worse, thy love. 
Shadows shall conquer in Palmira^s cause. 

Mab, [Apart,'] What terror's this that hangs upon 
her accents ! * 
I feel her virtue, though I know her weakness. 

Pal, Thouask'st my love, go seek, it in the grave 
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Of good Alcanor— Talk'st of grateful minds. 
Bid Zaphna plead for thee> and I may hear thee ; 
Till then thou art my scorn— May'st tiion, Jilw om^ 
Behold thy dearest blood spilt at thy feet, 
Mecca, Medina, all our Asian world, 
Join, join to drive th' Impostor from the earth. 
Blush at his chains, and shake them off in vengeance | 
Mah, {Apart.'] Be stiU, my soul, nor let a wQmad*9 
rag« 

Ruffle thy wonted calm^Spite of thy hate 

ThPtt *rt Ipv^ly still, and charming ev'n in madness. 

lA shout and nmse of figbtit^* 
My fair, retire; nor Jet thy gentle soul 
Shake with alarms : thou 'rt uiy peculiar care t 
X go to quell this traitorous insurre^iori,. 
And will attend thee straigjbt. 

JPfl/* NOk tyrant, naj 
I '11 join my brother, help to head our friend^ 
And urge ik^m on . I A jbouif 

Koil, roll your thunders Heavens, and aid. the storm ! 
Now hurl your lightning m the guilty head. 
And plead the cause of ii^ur'd innocence. 

Ejfter Ahu 

Mob. Whefwe, AU, that surprise ? 

4k> Nfy royal chief. 
The foe prevails— Thy troops, led on by Mirvax}^ 
Are all cut oiF, and vj^iaiit Minraa's setf, 
By.Z»phs».«lam» Iks wclt*ring m hia.Uood4 
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The guard that to our arms should opc the g:atesy 
Struck with the common frcnzy» yow thy ruin. 
And death and vengeance is the gen'raJ ay. 
MiA, Can Ali fear? then, Mahomet, be ^ytelf^ 
Ali^ See, thy few Mends, whom wild de^air hs^ 
^ann^d, 

(But mrm'd in vain} are come to die beside thee« 

Mab. Ye heartless traitors! Mahomet alone 
Shall be his own defender, and your guard 
Against the crowds of Mecca— ^oUow roe. " 

Enitr Zaphn A, Palmira, and Pharon, luith Qii%ens, 
and the body of Alcanor 01 a bier. 

Ha! 

Za^. See, my friends, where the impostor stands 
With bead cre^i, as if he knew not guik. 
As if no tongue spake from Alcanor*s wound. 
Nor caird for vengeance on him. 

Mah, Impious man ! 
Is't not enough to have spilt thy parent4>lood. 
But, with atrocious emd blaspheming lips 
Dar'st thou arraign the substitute of Heaven ? 

Zap%. The substitute of Heaven! so is the sword, 
Tlie pestilence, the famine j such art thou : 
Such are the blessings Heaven has sent to man 
By thee, its delegate 5 nay more, to me. 
Oh, he took pains, Palmira, Upon us, 
DeUded us into such monstrous crimes 
As nature sicken'd at conception oft ■■ ■ 
How couldst thou damn us tiius ? 

Gij 
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Mab. Babbler, avauntl 

Zapb. Well thou upbraidst me, for to parley with 
thee, 

Half brands me coward. Oh, revenge me, friends ! 
Revenge Alcanor's massacre;, revenge 
Palmira's wrongs, and crush the rancorous monster. 
Mab, Hear me, ye slaves, bom to obey ray will. 
Pal. Ah, hear him not! 6:aud dwells upon hit 

tongue. i 
ZapB. Haveat thee, fiend! — Ha! Heaven, 

[Zaphna advancing^ reels, and reclines m bis 
sword. 
What cloud is this 

That thwarts upon my sight ? my head grows dizzy, 
My joints unloose : sure 'tis the stroke of fate. 

Mab, [Aside,'] The poison works! — then triuD^)h 
Mahomet! 

Zapb, Off, off, base lethargy. 

Fal, Brother, dismayed! 
Hast thou no power but in a guilty cause. 
And only strength to be a parricide ? 

Zapb. Spare that reproach— Come on— It will not be. 
IHangs down bis sword, and reclines on Pharon. 
Some cruel pow'r unnerves my willing arm. 
Blasts my lesolves, and weighs me down to earth. 

Mab. Such be the fat^ of all who brave our law. 
Nature and death have heard my voice, and now 
Let Heav'n be judge 'twixt Zaphna and myself^ 
And instant blast the guilty of the two. 

Pal, Brother! oh, Zaphna! 
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Zaph. Zai^a now no more. 

ISi/tkiftg down ly Alcanor's body, ^mdleamng on tie 
bier, Pbaron knuiing down 'with him OMd sap- 
porting him, 

Down, down> good Pharon— Thou poor itijurM 
corse, 

May I embrace thee > Wo n't thy pallid wound 
Purple anew at the unnatural touch. 
And ooze fresh calls for vengeance > 
Pal, Oh, my brother I 

Zapb, In vain 's the guiltless meaning of my 
heart : 

High Heaven detests th' involuntary crime, 
And dooms for parricide— Then tremble, tyrant! 
If the Supreme can punish error thus. 
What new-invented tortures must await 
Thy soul, grown leprous with such foul ofiPences ? 
But soft— now fate and nature are at strife— ^ 
Sister, farewell! with transport should I quk 
This toilsome, perilous, delu»ve stage. 
But that I leave thee ontj— Icarc thee, Palming 
]&q)os^d to what is w(Mrse than fear can image. 
That tyrant's mercy : but I know thee hnrt $ 
Know that thou 'It a^ a part— ^Look cm her, 
Mearen ! 

Guide her, and — oh! IDifU 

Pal, Think not, ye men of Mecta^ 
This death '8 ihflifted by the hand of Haav^s 
*T is he— that viper—*- 

Mab. Kmm> ye Ruthless wretcbt9| 
Giij 
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*Tis mme to deal the bolts of angry Heaven : 
Behold them there, and let the wretch who doubts 
Tremble at Zaphna's fate, and know that Mahomet 
Can read his thoughts, and doom him with a look. 
Go, then, and thank your ppntJlF and your prince 
For each day's sun he grants you to behold. 
Hence to your temples and appease my rage. 

[The people gooff* 

Pal. Ah, stay ! my brother's murdered by this t)- 
rant: 

By poison not by piety he kills. 
Mah, 'Tis done Thus ever be our law receivM ! 

Now, fair Palmira— 

Pal, Monster ! is it thus 
Thou mak'st thyself a god, by added cricaes. 
And murders justify'd by sacrilege ? 

Mob* Think, exquisite Palmira I for thy sake— 

Pal, Thou 'St been the murderer of all my race 
See where Alcanor, see where Zaphna, lies : 
Do they not call for me too at thy hands ? 

Oh, that they did! But I can read thy thoughts j 

Palmira's sav'd for something worse than death j 

This to prevent Zaphnaj. I follow thee. 

[Stabs herself imtb Zaphna's s'vjorl 

M/r^. What hast thou done I 

Pal, A deed of glory, tyrant! 
Thou'st left no objeft worth Palmira's eye. 
And when I shut out light I shut out thee 

Mob, Farewell dear victim of my boundless passion j 
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The price of treachery, the reward of murder, 
Sink with thee to the earth— Oh, justice, justice! 
In vain are glory, worship, and dominion. 
All conq'ror as I am I am a slave. 
And by the world ador'd dwell with the damn'd. 
My crimes have planted scorpions in my breast- 
Here, here, I feel them. 'Tis in vain to brave 
The host of terrors that invade my soul : 
I might deceive the world, myself I cannot. 

AH, Be calm a while my lord 5 think what you are. 

Mab. Ha ! what am I ? [fTurmng to the bodies. 
Ye breathless family. 

Let your loud crying wounds say what I am. 
Oh ! snatch me from that sight ; quick, quick trans- 
port me 

To nature's loneliest mansion, where the sun 
Ne'er enter'd, where the sound of human tread 

Was never heard But wherefore ? still I there. 

There still, shall find myself— Ay, that's the hell 

I '11 none on 't \^Dr awing bis yword, 

AH. Heav'nsl help, hold him! 

[ Ali, &c . disarm bim, 

Mab, Paltry dastards ! 
You fled the foe but can disarm your master. 
Angel of death, whose pow'r I 'ave long procbim'd. 
Now aid me if thou canst j now if thou canst 
Draw the kind curtain of eternal nig^ht 
And shroud me from the horrors that beset me. 

[Exeunt Mahomet, &c, 

Pba, Oh! what a curse is life when self conviction 
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Flings our ofi«nces houriy in pur face. 

And turns existence torturer to itself I 

Here let tbe mad enthusiast turn his eyes« 

And see from bigotry what horrors rise. 

Here in the blackest colours let him read 

That zeal, by craft misled, may ad a deed 

By which both innocence and virtue bleed. [Exnmt, 
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EPILOGUE. 



Qriglnally spoken by Mr. G a 1 1 1 c K. 



Long has the shameful licence of the age 
With senseless ribaldry disgraced the stagey 
much indecencies ba*ue been in *vogue 
They pleaded custom in an Epilogue ^ 
As if the force of reason ivas a yoke 
So bea^vy — they must ease it <with joke \ 
Disarm the moral of its virtuous way. 
Or else the audience go £spleas^d anviy. 
How ha*ve I blushed to see a tragic queen 
With ill~tim*d mirth disgrace the iveU'Wroie scene. 
From ell the sad solemnity of ivoe 
Trip nimbly forth — to ridicule a beau \ 
Then, as the loosest airs she had been gleaning. 
Coquette the fan, and leer a double meaning I * 
Shame on those arts that prostitute the bays! 
Shame on the bard nvho this ivay hopes for praise f 
The bold but honest Author of to-night 
Disdains to please you if he please not right } 
i/, in his lAjell meant scene you chance to find 
Aught to ennoble or enlarge the mind. 
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EPILOGUE. 



Jfbe has found the means, wuitb honest art^ 

To fix the noblest 'wishes in the hearty 

In softer accents to inform the fair 

Ho-w bright they look -when virtue drops the UoTt 

Enjoy ixjith friendly ^welcome the repast^ 

And keep the heartfelt relish to the last. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Tor Nf w YiAi*> PAY^rSpoltfo by Mr. Kikc- 



obedient at mj brethren's calU 
frm, top to bottom^ to salute you all : 
Warmly to ivisb, before our piece you *vieWf 
^ ioppy year~^to you^-^u^you^-^andypu I 

[Box— Pit— I G^— 2 GaUf 
R'omyou the plafrs enjoy and feel it bere^ 
fbe meny Christmas, and ibe happy Year. 

TbeK€ is a good oH sapetg-^^pefay attend it | 
Jsyou beg^ tbeyear^ you surely end it t 
Should any one this mgbt i/uMme t9 evil» 
Be play for tivebue long numths the very devUt 
Should any married dame exert her toitgue. 
She 'II sing the Zodiac roundf the same stjifeet song i 
And should the husband join bis mndt; to§^ 
Why then 'tis Cat and Dog, the ifMeysar. through, 
Tt sons of Law A^y^ Physic, for your ease, 
l^e sure tUs day you newr take your fees i 
Can't you refsM f — Tibnx the Sseas/e grows strongs 
Tou ^S'ha've two itching palms — Lord knows how hng t 
Writers of news by this strange fate are bound, 
^ey fib to-day, and fib the nuboleyear round. 
Tou *unts assembled here, both great and smaU^ 
Set not this night afloat your critic gall j 
Aij 
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// you should snarl f and not incline to laughter. 
What 5-weet companions for a tuuelvemonth after I 
You must be muz.%led for this night at least j 
Our author has a right this day to feast. 
He has not touched one bit as yet — Remember, 
' Tis a long Fast from noav to next December, 
' Tis Holiday I you are our patrons no^ j 

[To the Upper Gallery, 
If you but grin, the critics ivon't Bow, wow. 
As for the plot, ivit, humour, language — I 
Beg you such trifles kindly to pass by, 
The most essential part, ivhich something means. 
As dresses, dances, sinkings, flyings, scenes, — 
They'll make you stare-^-nay, there is such a thing, 
frill make you stare still more !r~^for J must sing : 
And should your taste, and ears, be o«ver nice, 
Alas ! you '11 spoil my singing in a trice. 
If you should gJt;owl, my notes will alter soon, 
I can't he in — if you are out of tunf / 
Permit my fears your fa*vQur to bespeak. 
My part V a strong one, and poor I but weak. 

[Alluding to his late accident. 
If you. but smile, Vmfirm, if frorjim, I stumble — 
Scarce *well of one, spare me a second tumble^ 
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JCr L SCENE I, 



Urganda's Paiace, Enter Merlin and Urganda. 
Urganda, 

But hear nae. Merlin, I beseech you benr n>e. 

Mer. Hear you I have heard you — for years have 
heard your vows, your protestations — Have you not 
allured my affections by every femiile art? and when I 
thought that ray unalterable passion was to be re- 
warded for its constancy — What have ycu done ?— ^ 
Why, like mere mortal woman, in the true spirit of 
frailty, have given up me and my hopes — for what ? — 
a boy, an ideot. ; 

Urg, Ev'*n this I can bear from Merlin. 

Mer. You have injured me, and must bear more. 

l/rg". I il repair thafinjury. 

Mer, Tlicn send back your fav'ritc Cymon to his 
disconsolate friends. 

Urg, How can you imagine that such a poor igno- 
rant object as Cymon is can have any charms for me ? 
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Mer, Ignorance, no more than profligacy, is ex- 
cluded from female favour j the success of raJ^es and 
fools is a sufficient warning to us, could we be wise 
enough to take it. 

Urg, You mistake me. Merlin ; pity for Cymon's 
state of mind, and friendship for hi^ father, have in- 
duc'*d me to endeavour at his cure. 

Mer, False, prevaricating Urganda ! Love was your 
inducement. Have you not stolen the prince from hi» 
royal father, and detained him here by your power, 
while a hundred knights are in search after him? 
Does not every thing about you prove the consequfj^c 
of your want of honour and faith to me ? Were you 
not plac'd on this happy spot of Arcadia, to be the 
guardian of its peace and innocence ? and have not 
the Arcadians liv'd for ages the envy of low happy, 
because less virtuous people ? 

Urg, Let me beseech you, Merlin, spare my shame. 

Mrr. And are they not at last, by your example, 
sunk from the state of happiness and tranquillity 
that of care, vice, and folly! Their once happy live* 
are now imbitter'd with envy, passion, vanity, selfish- 
ness, and inconstancy— and who are they to curs© 
for this change ? — Urganda, the false, the lost Urganda. 

AIR. 

If pure are the springs of the fountain^ 

As purely the river ivill JUtju^ 
If noxious the stream from the mountiwt. 

It pdsons tbt vatiey belrw : 
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So of vice, or of 'virtue, possest. 

The throne makes the natioji. 

Thro" ev^ry gradation. 
Or fwretched, or blest ^ 

Urg. Let us talk calmly of this matter. 
Mer. I '11 converse with you no more*— because I 
will be no more decerv'd : I cannot bate you, though 
I shun yo u Yet, in my misery, I have tliis conso- 
lation, that the pangs of my jealoasy are at least 
equall*d by the torments of your fruitless passion. 
Still wish and sigh, and wish again. 
Love is dethron'd, revenge shall reign ! 
Still shall my power your arts confound, 
. And Cymon's cure sj^all be Urganda's wound. 

[Exit Merlin. 

Urg, * And Cymon's cure shall be Urganda's 
wound r What mystery is couch'd in these words ? 
—What jcan he mean } 

Enter Fatima, looking after Mekz^iji , 
Fail, I '11 tell you, madam, when he is out of hear- 

mg. — ^He means mischief, and terrible mischief too ; 

|io less, J believe, than ravishing you, and cutting 

my tongue out 1 wish we were out of his clutches. 

Vrg, Do n't fear, Fatima. 

. Fati, I can't help it, he has great power, and is 

mischievously angry. 
Vrg* Here is your protection. [Shelving her vjand,} 
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My power Is at least eq\jal to ys- — [Mjuses^l « Aad 
Cymon's cure shall be Ur^da'§ wound! 

Fati, Bo n't trouble your head with these odd €ndi 
of verses, which were spoke in a passion ; or, perhaps 
for the rhyme's sake.— Think a little to clear is 
from this old mischief-makii^ conjurer— What will 
you do, madam ? 

Urg, What can I do, Fatima I 

Fatu You might very easily settle matters ^th Yam^ 
if you could aa ^sib/ settle 'em witl^ yourself. 

t/r^. . Tell me how? 

Fati. Marry Merlin, and send away th« yoxmg ftl- 
low. [Urganda skakes ber bead.'i I thought so?— « — we 
are all alike, and that folly of our'a, oi preferrlBg two- 
and-twenty to two-^d-forty, rvuis thiougU the wljok 
sex of us— but, before matters grow worse, give 
me leave to reason a little with you^ madam. 

Urg. I am in love, Fatima. \S't§bu^ 

Fati. And poor reason may stey at home— 

exactly! Ay, ay, we are all alike rbutwith 

this difference, madam your passion is surely a 

strange one you have stolen away this youn^ 

man } who, bating his youth and figure, has not one 
single circumstance to create aftedtion about him : Kt 
is half an ideot, madam, which is no great compji- 
ment to your wisdom, your beauty-, or your power. 

Urg. I despise them all foi- they can neither re- 

lieve my passion, or create one where I would havt 
them. 
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AIR. 

What is km^hdgey and beauty^ OTuipoiver, 

Or lobat is my magical art ? 
Can I for a day^ for an beury 

Ha^ beauty to make the youth kind, 

Ha*ve power o^er his mind. 
Or knowledge to ivarm his cold heart f 
O I no — a weak boy all my magic disarms, 
dud J sigh all the day with my power and my charms. 

Fair. Sigh ^dl the day '.-—More sliame for you, ina« 
dam — Cymon is incapable of being touchM wtih any 
tfying ; nothing gives him pleasure, but twirling his 
cap, and hunting butterflies — ^he '11 make a sad lover,, 
indeed, madam — 

Vrg, I can wait with 'patience for the recovery of hb 
understanding j it begins to dawn already, 

Fati. Where, pray ? 

Urg, In his eyes. 

Tati, Eyes ! — Ha, ha, ha, ha ! — Ldve lias none, 
roadam — the heart only sees on these occasions — Cy- 
mon was bom a fool and his eyes will never look 

is you would hare them, take my word for it. 

Urg. Do n't make me despair, Fatiraa. 

Fait, Do n't lose your time then j 't is the business 
of beauty to make foiols, and tiot cure 'ena — Even I, 
poor I, could have made twenty fools 6f wise men in 
half the time that you have beelt endeavouring to make 
yonr fool sensible— O I 't is a sad way of spending 
one's time. 

I 
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Urg, Hold your tongue, Fatiraa — my passion is too 
serious to be jested with. 

Fati. Far gone indeed, madam — ^and yonder goes tbe 
precious objeft of it. [Looking out. 

Urg, He seems melancholy : what's die matter with 
him ? 

Fati, He 's a fool, or he might make himself very 
merry among us — I Ul leave you to make the most of 
him. 

Urg, Stay, Fatima — and help me to divert him. 
Fati, A sad time, when a lady must call in help to 
divert her gallant ! — ^but 1 'm at your service.— 

AIR. 

Hither all my spirits bend. 
With your magic powers attend. 

Chase th^ mists that cloud his mind : 
Music, melt the frozen hoy, 
Raise his soul to love and joy 5 

Dullness makes the heart unkind. 

Enter Cymon, melancholy, 

Cym, What do you sing for ? — Heigho! ISigbing,] 
Fat, What 's the matter, young gentleman ? 
Cym, Heigho I 

Urg, Are you not well, Cymon ? 
Cym, Yes, I am very well. 
Urg, Why do you sijh then ? 
Cym, Eh! [Looks fioUsh^- 

Fati, Do you see it in his eyei, now, madam f 
2 
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Urg. Pry'thce be quiet— What is it you want ? tell 
me, Cymon— Tell me your wishes, and you shall Lave 
them. . 

Cym. Shall I? 

Vrg* Yes, indeed, Cymon, 

Faiu Now for it. 

Cym, I wish— heigho ! 

Urg» These sighs must mean soniethingw 

[Aside to Fatirta. 

Vatu I wish you joy, then; find it out, madam. 

Urg, What do you sigh for? 

Cym. I want [Sighs. 

Vrg. What, what, my sweet creature? \Eageriy. 

Cym. To go away. 

Fati. O la ! ^the meaning 's out. 

Vrg, What, would you leave me then ? 

Cym, Yes. 

Urg. Why would you leave me? 
Cym. I don't know. 
Urg. Where would you go ? 
Cym. Any where. 

- Vrg. Had yoii rather go any whei-e than stay with 
me ? . 

Cym^ I had rather go any where than stay with any 
body. 

Urg. But you can't I^o me if you would leave 
nae, Cymon. 

Cym. Love you! what's that. 

Urg. Do you feel nothing here ? In your, heart, 
Cymon? 

B 
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Cym. 


Yes, I do. 




Urg. 


What is it? 




Cym, 


I don't know. 




Urg. 


That's a sigh, Cjrmon— am 


I &e cause 


of it ? 






qym. 


Yes, indeed you are. 




Vrg. 


Then I am blest 1 




' Fati, 


Poor lady ! 




Urg. 


But how do I cause it? 




Cym, 


You won't let me go away* 




Fati. 


Poor lady 1 




Urg. 


Will you love me if I let you go ? 




Cym. 


Any thing if you '11 let me go— pray Irt mc go. 


Urg. 


You can't love me and go too. 




Cym. 


Let me try. 




Fait. 


I 'm out of all patience what the deijce 



would you have, young gentleman? HfUi you one 
grain of understanding, or a spafk of senwbility ifl 
you, you would know and feel yourself to be the hap- 
piest of mortals. 

Cym. 1 had rather go for all that. 

Fati. The pifture of the whole sex I Oh, madam- 
fondness will never do, a little coquetry is the thiol 5 
I bait my liook with nothing else i and I always catcb 
fish . [Aside to Vrpo^* 

Urg, What ! had you rather go away than live here 
in splendor, be caress'd by me, and have all yourcortt* 
mands obey'd i 

Cjm. All ray commands obey'd? 

Urg, Yes, my dear Cymon j give me your iftc* 
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tionsy and I will give you my power--yoa shall be lord 
of me and mine. 

Cjm, O la ! 

Fait, O, the fool! 

Urg, I will shew him my power, and captivate hig 
heart through hb senses. 
Fatt. You '11 throw away your powder and shot. 



SCENE IL 



tJi^nda waves her Wand^ and the Stage changes io a 
magnificent Garden, Cupid and the Loves descend, 

AIR.--CUPID. 

O ! <why iviUyou call me agahtf 
^Tis in vain, 'tis in *vain j 
The ponvers of a god 
Cannot quicken this clod, 
Alas ! ■ ■ i t is labour in vain : 
Of Venus! my mother y some new objeS give her! 
This blunts all my arrows, and empties my quiver, 

[A dance by Cupid and followers, 

[During the Entertainments of Singing and Dancing, 
Cymon at firsts stares about him, then grows inattett^ 
tive, and at last falls asleep. 

Urg, Look, Fatima, nothing can affeft his insensi- 
bility — and yet what a beautiful simplicity ! 
Fati. Turn him out among the sheep, madam, and 
Bij 
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think no more of him— 'T is all labour In vain, as 
song says, I assure you. 

Urg, Cymon, Cymon ! what are you dead to these 
entertainments ? 



Urg. How can you be so unmov'd ? 
Cym, They tir'd me so, that I wished them a good 
night, and went to sleep—But where are they \ 
Urg, They are gone, Cymon. 



Fatu The old sto'ry 1 

Urg, Whither would you goFrrTell n^e, andl-U 
gp with you, my sweet youth , 
Cym, No, I '11 go by myself. 
Urg, And so you shall j but where ? 
Cym, Into the fields. 

Urg, But is not this garden pleasanfer than the 
fields, my pdace than cottages, and my company 
more agreeable to you than the shepherds ? 

Cym, Why, how can I tell till I try j you won't let 
me choose. 



Cym, Dead I I hope not. 



[Starts, 



Cymon, Then let me' go too. 



[Going, 



AIR. 



Tou ga*ue me last iveeJ^ a young linnet. 
Shut up in a fine golden cage ; 
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T/// / open' d the door of his den% 

Then so merry ivas he^ 

And because he uoas free^ 
He came to bis cage hack again. 

And so should I too, if you would let mc go, 
Urg, And would you return to me again ? 

Cym. Yes, I would 1 have no where else to go, 

Fati, Let him have his humour— when he is not 

confin'd, and is seemingly disregarded^ you may have 

him, and mould him as you please.— 'T is at receipt 

for the whole sex. 
Urg, I '11 follow your advice — ^Well, Cymon, you 

shall go wherever you please, aad for as long as you 

please. 

Cym, O la! and I '11 bring you a bird's nest, and 
some cowslips — and shall I let my linnet out too ? 

Fati, O, ay, pretty creatures j pray, let 'em go to- 
gether. 

Urg. And take this, Cyinon, wear it for my sake, 
and don't forget nae. [Gi'ves Cymon a nosegay.l 
Though it won't give passion, it will increase it, if he 
should think kuidly of me, and absence may befriend 
xne. [Aside."] Go, Cymon, take your companion, and 
be happier than I can make you. 

Cym, Then I 'm out of my cage, and shall mope no 
longer. [Overjoyed, 

Urg, His transports distraft me ! — I must retire to 
conceal my uneasiness. [Retires, 

F^Ui, And I '11 open the gate to the prisoners. [Exit, 
B iij 
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Cym, And 1^ fetch my bird, and we'll fly awav to- 
gether. 

AIR. 

Ob liberty i liberty! 
Dear happy liberty! 

Nothing" s like thee! 

So merry are ^we. 
My linnet and /, 

from prison nve ''re free ^ 
Aifjay njoe ^illjly, 

To liberty, liberty, 

Dear happy liberty ! 
Nothing." s like thee. 



ACT IL SCENE L 



A Rural ProspeSl. Enter tivo Shepherdesses. 

First Shepherdess. 
What, to be left and forsaken 1 and see the false 
fellow make the same vows to another, almost befort 
my face ! I can't bear it, and I won't ! 

2d Shep. Why look ye, sister, I am as little inclined 
to bear these things as yourself ; and if my swain had 
been faithless too I should have been vex'd at it, to 
be sure j but how can you help yourself ? 

ist Shep. I have not thought of that; I only fear I 
can't bear it ; and as to the ivon't, I must trust in a 
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little mischief of my own to bring it about. O, 

that I had the power of our enchantress yonder! I 
would play the devil with them all. 

id Sbep. And yet folks say, she has no power in 
love-matters j you know, notwithstanding her charms, 
and her spirits, she is in love with a fool, and has not 
wit enough to make him return it. 

ist Sbep. No matter for thatj if I could not make 
folks love me, I would make them miserable^ and 
that's the next pleasure to it. 

ad Shef, And yet, to do justice to her who make^ all 
this disturbance among you, she does not in the least 
encourage the shepherds, and she can't help their fall- 
ing in love with her. 

1st Sbep, May be so, nor can I help hating and de- 
testing her, because they do fall in love with her.— 
Sylvia's good qualities cannot e^ccuse her to me j my 
quarrel to her is, that all the young fellows follow her, 
not because she does not follow the young fellows. 

2d Sbep, Why, but really now, sister, 't is a little 
hard, that a girl, who has beauty to get lovers, or me- 
rit enough to keep them, should be hated for her good 
qualities. [AffeSiedfy. 

1st Sbep, Marry come up, my insulting sister : be- 
cause you think your shepherd constant, you have no 

feeling for the false-heai tedness of mine. But don't 

be too vain with your success ; my Dorilas is made of 
the same stuff with your Damon j and I can't' for the 
life of me see that you have any particular security for 
your fool, more than I had for mine. 
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ad Shfp. Why are you so angry, my dear sister?— 
I am not Sylvia, and to oblige you, I will abuse her 
wherever I go, and whenever you please : I think she 
is a most provoking creatui e, and I wish she vnis oitf 
gf the country with all my soul. 

ist Shep, And so she ought to be. She has no busi- 
ness here with her good qualities. Nobody know* 
who she is, or whence she came. — She was left here 
with old Dorcas : but how, or by whom, or for what, 
except to make mischief among us, I know not.— 
There is some mystery about her, and I 'II find it out. 

2d Shep, But will your quarrelling with her bring 
back your sweetheart? 

ist Sbep. No matter for that — ^when the heart is 
overloaded, any vent is a relief to it ; and that of the 
tongue is always the readiest and most natiu^l— So if 
you won't help me to find her, you may stay where 
you will. [Linco, singing <witb(iut. 

Care flies Jrom the lad that is merry. 

ad Shep. Here comes the merry Linco, who never 
knew care, or felt sorrow. — If you can bear his laugh, 
ing at your griefs, or singing away his own, you may 
get some information from him. 

Enter LiNCO, singing. 
lAn. What, my girls of ten thousand ! I was this 
moment defying love and all liis mischief, and you are 
$cnt in the nick by him to try my courage 5 but Tm 
above temptation, or belgw it— I duck down aad aU 
his arrows fly over me. 
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AIR. 

Care flies from the lad that is merry , 

JVboi^s heart is as sounds 

And cheeks are as rounds 
As round and as red as a cherry, 

x^tSbep. What, are you always thus } 

Lin. Ay, or Heaven help me ! What, would you have 
jne do as you do— walking with your arms across, thus 
— heigh-hoing by the brook side among tlie willows, 
Ph 1 fye for shame, lasses ! young and handsome, and 
sighing after one fellow a-piece, when you should haye 
a hundred in a drove, following you hke — like — ^you 
shall have the sinxile another time. 

ad Shep, No j pry 'thee, Linco, give it us now. 

Lin, You shall have it— or, what's better, I'll tell 
you what you are not like — you are not like our shep- 
herdess Sylvia — she 's §o cold, and 50 coy, that she 
flies from her lovers, but is never without a score of 
them J you arc always running after the fellows, and 
yet are always alone j a very great difference, let me 
tell you — frost and fire, that's all. 

2d Shep, Don't imagine that I am in the pining 
condition my poor sister is — I am as happy as she is 
miserable. 

Lin, Good lackj I 'm sorry for 't. 

2d Shep, What, sorry that I am happy ? 

Lin, O ! no, prodigious glad. 

?st Shep. That I am miserable ? 



Digitized by 



ft! CYMOU, MitL 

Lin. No, no j— prodigious sorry for that— and pro- 
digious glad of the other. 

ist Sbep. Be my friend, Linco $ and I'll confess 
my folly to you.— 

Lin, Don't trouble yourself— 'tis plain enough to 
be seen— but I *11 give you a receipt for it without fee 
or reward— there 's friendship for you. 

ist Sbep, Pr'ythee be serious a little. 

Lin. No, Heaven forbid I if I am serious, 'tis all 
over with me— I should soon change my roses for your 
lilies. 

2d Sbep, Don't be impudent, Linco— But give iw 
your receipt, 

AIR.— LiNCO* 

I laugh y and I sing f 
I am hlithsome and free, 
Tbe rogue's little sting, 
Jt can n6i/er reach rtie : 

Tor nvithfal, la, la, la f 

And ha, ba, ha, ha! 

Jt can ne'ver reach me, 

II. 

My skin is so tough, 
Or so blittki?ig is be, 
He can't pierce my buff 
Or be misses poor me. 

For ivith fal, la, la, la! 

And ha, ba, ba, ha 

He misses pom' ms* 
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III. 

O, never he duii, 
By the sad imUo'w tree $ 
Of mirth be brimful^ 
And run o*ver like me, 

Fornvithfalf la, la, la! 

And ha J ha, ha, ha! 

Run (hver like me. 

xst Sbep. It won't do ! 

Lin, Then you are for gone, indeed. 

ist Sbep, And as I can't cure my love, I'll re- 
venge it. 

Lin, But how, how, shepherdess? 

I St Step, I '11 tear Sylvia's eyes out. 

Lin, That your only way — ^fbr you H pve your 
nails a feast, and prevent mischief for the future— Oh I 
tear her eyes out by all means. 

ad Sbef* How can you laughs Linco* at my sister 
in her condition ? 

Xnr. I xfmt laugh at son^ethin^ i shall I be merry 
with you ? 

2d Sbep, Shepherd, the happy can bear to be laugh'd 
at. 

Unco. Then Sylvia might take your shepherd with- 
out a sigh, though your sister would tear her eyes out. 
«d Sbep. My shepherd ! what does the fool mean i 
1st Sbep. Her ffcepherd I pray teU us, Linco. 

iEagerlj. 

Lin. 'Tis no secret I sttppo8C-*I only met Damon 
and Sylvia together. 
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ad Sb^, What, my Damon ? 

Lin. Your Damon that was, and that would be Syl- 
via's Damon if she would accepft of him. 

ad Sbep* Her Damon! I'll make her to know— a 
wicked slut ! — a vile fellow— Come, sister, I 'm ready 
to go with you— we 'll give her her own — if our old 
governor continues to cast a sheep's eye at me, I '11 
have her turned out of Arcadia; I warrant you. 

ist Step. This is some comfort^ hbwever j ha, ha, 
ha ! 

ad Sbep, Very w€ll> sister ! you may laughj if you 
pleas^^but perhapa it is too soon — Linco may be mis- 
taken 5 it may be your Dorilas that was with her. 

Lin. And your Damon too, and Strephon, and Co- 
lin, and Alexis, and Egon, and Croydon, and every 
* fool of the parish but linco, and he sticks to 

Fid, Id, kt/Ui . 
And, bay ha, ba, ba ! 

ist Sbep,- 1 can't bear to see him so merry whch I 
am so miserable. [Gmgi 

ad Sbepi There is some 8&tisfa6tion in seeing one's 
sister as mberable as one's self. \Cw^'* 

Ltn. One word more, lasses, if you please ; t sec 
you are both brimful of wrath, and will certainly 
scratch one another, if yoii don't find Sylvia— -now 
hear but another song, and if it dees not cool yoa^ 
I *11 shew you where the enemy lies, and you shall 
draw your tongues upon her immediately. 
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Am. 

J/you make it your plan. 

To love but one maUi 
By one you are surely betrey'd : 

Should be prove untrue, 

Ob ! rwbat can you do ? 

Alas i you must die an old maid. 
And you too must die an old maid* 

II. 

Wou^dyou ne^er take a sup. 
But out of one cup. 

And it proves brittle wDare^you are curst t 
If dovm it should tip. 
Or thro* your bands slip. 

Of ho^M nuou^dyou tben quencbyour tbirsf^ 

O, bow, &c. 

ni. 

If your palate to hit, 
You chuse but one bit. 

And that dainty tit-bit should not keep : 
Then' restless you lie, 
Pout, uubimper, and cry. 

And go ^without supper to sleep* 

And go, ^c, 

IV. 

As your shepherds have chose, 
Tivo strings to their bows. 
Shall one for ^ach female suffice ? 
C 
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Take invo, three, or four, . 
Like me, take a score. 

And then you'' II be merry and *wije. 

[Exeunt se<ueralfy. 



SCENE III. 



Changes to a Rural Prosper, SyWisiis disco^er^d lying 
upon a hanky uiith a basket of floivers. Enter Merlin. 

Mer, My art succeeds— which hither Ims convey'd, 
To catch the eye of Cymon, this sweet maid. 
Her charms shall clear tiie mists which cloud hi? 
mind» 

And make him warm, a|id sensible, and kind ; 
Her yet cold heart with passion's sighs shall move. 
Melt as he melts, and give him love for love. 
This magic touch shall to these flow*rs impart 

[Touches the basket pf fio^ers nuith his ivand, 
A power, when beauty gains, to fix the heart 5 
A power, the false enchantress shall confound ; 
And Cymon's cure shaU be UrgandaV uoound, [Exit, 

Enter Cvmon ivitb bis bird. 
Cym. Away, prisoner, and make yourself merry, 
[Bird fiies.'\ Ay, ay, I knew how it would be with you 
— much good may it do you, Bob ■ ■ W hat a sweet 
place this is ! Hills, and greens, and rocks, and trees, 

and water, and sun, aiKl birds I ^J>ear mc, 'tis just 

a» if I had never »een it before I 
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[Wbisiles about till be sees Sylvia, then stops and sinks 
bis uobistUng by degrees f *witb a loci and attitude of 
foolish astonishment.'] 

O, la ! —what 's hetc I— — 'T is something dropp'd 
from the heavens sure, and yet 'tis like a woman too ! 

Bless me! is it alive! [Sighs.'] It can*t be dead, 

for its cheek is as red ^s a rose, and it moves about 
the heart of it.— I begin to feel something strange 
here. [/^/ his hand on his heart and sighs.] I don't 

know wliat's tlie matter with me 1 wish it would 

wake, that I might see its eyes.— If it should look 
gentle, and smile upon me, I should be glad to play 

with it. Ay, ay, there's something now in my 

breast that they told me of— It feels oddly to me — ^and 
yet I don't dislike it. 

AIR. 

All ama%e ! 

fTonder, praise. 
Here for e^ver could I gaze / 
' Creep still near it, 

Yet Ifearity 
I can neither stay nor go, 

Can^t forsake it, 

Dare not <wake it, 
Shall I touch it ? — no, no, no ! 

II. 

« Cymon, sure thou art posse st, 
" Something's got into thy breast, 
Cij 



[Advancing. 
[Retiring. 

[Advancing. 
[Retiring. 
[Advances and 
retires. 
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Gently stealing^ 

Strangely feelings 
** And my heart is panting so, 

Pm sad and merry ^ sick and well, ' 

If^bat it is I cannot tell, 
** Makes tfie tbus^^-beigbo ! beigbo, 

1 am glad I came abroad 1^1 have not been so 
pleas'd ever since I can remembcr^p*— but, perhaps, 
it may be angry with me— can't help it, if it is — I 
had rather sec her angry with me than Urganda smile 
upon me— ^tay, stay ^Sylvia stirs,"} La, what a pret- 
ty foot it has I [Cymon retires, 

Sylm raising berse^ from tbe bank. 
AIR. 

Tet arwbile, sweet sleep, deceive me^ 

Fold me in tby downy arms^ 
Let not care awake to grieve me. 

Lull it witb thy potent charms, 

/, a turtle, doomed to stray, 

^tting young tbe parent" s nest. 
Find each bird a bird of prey 5 

Sorrow knows no where to rest, 

[Sylvia sees Cymon witb emotion, while be gazes strongly 
on her, and retires gently, pulling off his capj] 

Syl. [Confused,'] Who's that? 

Cym, 'Tis I. - [Bowing emd bentMtmg% 

Syl, What's your name? 
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Cym. Cymon. 

Sjl. What do you want> youag mm } 
Cym, Nothing, young worn m. 
Syl. What are you doing there f 
Cym, Looking at you there. 

Sjl. What a pretty creature it is I [Aside. 

Cym, What eyes it has I [Asidt. 

SyL You don't intend me any harm ? 

Cym. Not I, indeed 1 — I wish you don't do me some. 
Are you a fairy, pray ? 

SyL No— I am a poor harmless shepherdess. 

Cym, I don't know that — You have bewitched me, 
I believe. 

SyL Indeed I have not 5 and if it was in my pow- 
er to harm you, I'm sure, it is not in my inclination. 

Cym, I 'm sure I would trust you to do any thing 
with me. 

SyL Would you? [Si^s. 

Cym. Yes, indeed, I would. [Si^is^ 

SyL Why do you look so at me ? 

Cym, Why do you look so at me ? 

SyL I can't help it — , [Sigbs, 

Cym. Nor I neither — IStgbs.^ I wish you 'd speak 
to me, and look at me, as Urganda does. 

SyL What, th^ enchantress ? Do you belong to her ? 

Cfm. I had rather belong to you— would not 
desire to go abroad if I did. 

SyL Does Urganda love you ? 

Cym. 80 she says. 

SyL I 'm .sorry for it. 

C iij 
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Cym, Why are you sorry, pray? 

SyL I shall never see you again— I wish I had not 
•ecnyounow! 

Cym, If you did but wish as I do, all the enchtot- 
tresses in the world could not hinder lu from seeing 
one another. 

SyL Do you love Urganda ? 

Cym, Do you love the shepherds ? 

SyL I did not know what love was this morning. 

Cym. Nor I, *till tliis afternoon.— ~ Who taught 
you, pi ay ? 

SyL Who taught you ? 

Cym, IBasbfuL] You, 

SyL IBlusbrng,"] You. 

Cym, You could teach me any thing, if I was to 
live with you — I should not be call'd Simple Cymon 
any more. 

SyL Nor I hard-hearted Sylvia. 

Cym, Sylvia. — what a sweet name t — I could speak 
it for ever I {Transported] Sylvia I 

SyL I can never forget that of Cymon : . Though 
Cymon may forget me. f^^^* 

Cym. Never, never, my sweet Sylvia, 

\FaUs on bis knees and kisses ber band. 

SyL We shall be seen and separated for ever ! Pray 
let me go— we are undone if we are.seen— I must go— 
I am all over in a flutter 

Cym, When shall I sec you again ? — ^In half an hour ? 

Syl, Half an hour ! that will be too soon*— No, 
no, it must be— three quarters of an hour. 
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Cym. And wbere^ my sweet Sylvia ? 

SjL Any where, my iweet Cymon. 

Cym. In the grove by the river there. 

And you shall take this to remember it. [Gi<ves 
hint the nosegay enchanted by Merlin.] I wish it were a 
kingdom, I would give it you> and a queen along 
with it. 

Cym, How my heart is transported 1— and here is 
one for you too ; which is of no value to me, unless 
you will receive it — take it, my sweet Sylvia. 

[Cymon gi'ves her UrgandaV nosegay, 

DUET. 

Syl. O, take this nosegay f gentle youth ^ 
Cym. AndyoUy snveet maid, take mine j 
Syl. UnHke these Jlowers, be thy fair truth j 
Cym. Unlike these flowers be thine. 
These changing soon, 

U^ill soon decay. 
Be sweet till noon, 
Then pass anjoay, 
Fmr for a time their transient charms appear j • 
But truth unchanged shall bloom for e<ver here, 

[Each pressing their hearts. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



Btfore UrgandaV Palace, Enter Uro anda a^/Fatima. 

Urganda, 
Is he tiQt returned yet, Fatima ? 

Fail. Ke has no feelings but those of hunger 5 when 
tliat pinciies him, he '11 return to be fed, like otlier 
animals. 

Urg, Indeed, Fatima, his insensibility astonishes 

and distradls me. 1 have exhausted all my aits to 

overcome it; I have run all dangers to make an im- 
pression upon him ; and, instead of findbg my pas- 
sion in tlie least abated by his ingratitude, I am only 
a greater slave to my weakness, and more incapable of 
relief. 

FatL Why then I may as well hold my tongue-^ 
but before I would waste all the prime of my woman- 
hood in playing such a loosing game, I would— but 
I see you don't mind me, madam, and therefore I'll 
say no more — I know the consequence, and must sub- 
mit. 

Urg, What can I do in my situation ? 

Fati. What you ought to do — and you belye your 
beauty and understanding by not doing it— 't is a 
fashionable scheme. 

Urg, Explain yourself. 

Tati, To secuie my tongue, and your honour, (for 
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Merlin will have you by hook or by crook) marry him 

dire<Si:ly it will prevent miscliief at leaft— so 

much for prudence.—— During your hone>-moon 
I will hide the young gentleman, and, if he has any 
tinder in him, kindle him up for you. If your hus- 
band should be tired of you, as ten to one he will, I '11 
step in his way, he may be glad of the change, and in 
return, I *11 restore young Simplicity to you.— That's 
what I call a fashionable scheme. 

Urg. I can't bear trifling at this time— you'll make 
me angry with you But see where Cjrmon ap» 
proaches— ^he seems transported-*— Look, look, 
Fatima ! He is kissing and embracing my nosegay 
it has had the desired effe^V, and I am happy— we '11 
be invisible, that I may observe his transports. 

[Urganda uua'ves her ixjand and retires nmtb Fatima. 

Enter Cymon, bugging a Nosegaj^ 
Cym. Qh my dear, sweet, charming nosegay !— 
To see thee, to smell thee, and to taste thee, [Kisses it. 
will make Urganda and her garden delightful to me. 

[Kisses it. 

Fati. What does he say ? 

Urg. Hush, hush! all transport, and about 

me. What a change is this ? 

Cjm, With this I can want for nothing— I possess 
every thing with this My mind and heart are ex- 
panded ; I feel 1 know not what. Eyery 

thought that delights, and every passion that trans- 
ports, gather, like so many bees, about this treasure 
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of sweetness.— ^Oh, the dear, dear nosegay, and the 
dear, dear giver of it ! . 

Urg, The dear, dear giver.— Mind that, Fatima ! 
What heavenly eloqoence I Here's a change of heart 
and mind !— iieighol— 

Fait, I'm all amazement I— in a dream^.— butis that 
your nosegay ? 

< Urg* Mine ! how can yon doubt it ? 

fdtj. Nay, I 'm near sighted. 

CjfH, She has not a beauty that is not brought to 
mind by these flowers. — This is the colour of her hair 
— this of her skin — this of her cheeks — this of her 
eye*— *this of her lips— sweet, sweet — and those rose- 
buds—Oh I I shall go out of my wits with pleasure ! 

Fati, 'T is pity to lose 'cm tlie moment you have 
found 'em.— 

Urg, O, Fatima ! I never was proud of my power, or 
vain of my beauty, till this transporting mcanent. 

Cym, Where shall I put it ? Where shall I conceal 

it from every body ? 1 '11 keep it in my bosom, 

next my heart, all the day ; and at night, 1 will put 
it upon my pillow, and talk to it — and sigh to it— - 
and swear to it— and sleep by it— and kiss it for ever 
and ever ! 

AIR. 

IVbat exqtdsite pleasure ! 
This s^weet treasure 
From me they shall never 
Sever j 
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In tiee, in ihee. 

My cbarm^r I see ; 
2' U sigh and foress tbee^ 
I It kiss thee and press ibee. 
Thus, thuj, t9 my bosom for ever and e*uer. 

Urganda and Fatima come fornuardt CymoE starts at 
seeing Urgaiuia, and puts the nougaj in bis bosom n itb 
great conjusion, 

Urg, \_Smil2ng,'] Pray, what is that you would kiss, 
and press to your bosom for ever and ever? 

Cym. Nothing but the end of an old song the shep- 
herds taught me, * I '11 sigh and caress thee, I 'il kiss 
jthee and press thee,' — that 's all [Pretends to sing. 

Fati* Upon my word a very hopeful youth indeed, 

^d much improved in his singing ^What think 

you now ? [ y^side toV rgart d n . 

Urg. Nothing but hia ba&hfulness struggling with 
his passion. — What was that you was talking to? 

Cjm, Myself, to be sure, I had notliing else to 
talk to. 

Urg. Yes, but you h^ve, Cynaon— don't be 
asham'd of what you ought to be proud of — there is 
something in yoxxT bosom, next your heart. 

Cjm, Yes, so there is. 

Urg, What is it, Cymon ? ISiniUng, 
Fait. Now his modesty is givmg wayj we shall 
Juve him at last. ^dside. 
Cym, Nothing but a nosegay. 
Urg^ That which I gave you?— let me see it, 

X 
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Cym. What! give a thing, and take it awajr again ? 
Urg, I would not take it away for the world. 
Cym. Nor would I give it you, for a hundred 

worlds. 

Fatu See it by all means, madam. have ray 

reasons. [Aside to Urganda. 

Urg, I must see it, Cyhion, and therefore no delay 
—-you cannot have the love you seemM to have but 
now, and refuse me. 

Cym. O, but I can, and for that reason. 

Urg, Don*t provoke me— I will see it, or shut yott 
up for ever. 

Cym. What a stir is here about nothing 1 Now arc 
you satisfied ? 

[He holds the Nosegay at a distance — ^Urganda and 
Fatima look at one another iMth surprize* 
Fatt. I was right. 
Urg. And I am miserable I 
Cym. Have you seen it enough? 
Urg. That is not mine, Cymon* 
Cym. No— *t is mine. 
Urg. Who gave, it you ? 
Cym. A person. 

Urg. What person— male or female? 
Cym. La ! how can I tell } 

Fati. Finely improved indeed !— a' genius I [Aside. 

Urg. I must dissemble. [Aside."] Look>, Cymon; 
I did but sport with you— the nosegay was your own, 
and you had a right to give it away, or throw it away. 

Cym. Indeed, but I did not— I only gave it for this 
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— whichy as it is ta much finer and sweeter, I thought 
would not vex you. 

Urg. Heigho! [Jstde. 

Fati, Vex her 1 O not in the least — But you should 
not have given away her present to a vulgar creature, 

Cym. How dare you talk to me so ? I would have 
you to know, she is neither ugly nor vulgar. 

Fati. Oh, she ! — yoor humble servant, young Sim- 
plicity La, how can you tell whether it is male or 
female! [Mimicks Cymon, who stems coTifounded, 

Urg, Don't mind her impertinence, Cymon — I 
give you leave to follow your own inclinations— -I 
brought you hither for your pleasure, indulge your- 
self in every thing you like — and be as happy as fol- 
lowing your desires can make you. 

Cym* Then I am happy, indeed— thank you, lady, 
you have made me quite another creature ! I 'm out of 
my wits with joy — I may follow my inclinations—— 
thank you, and tliank you, and thank you again; 
« I ^11 sigh and caress tbee, 
* rU kiss thee and press tbee^ 

* l^hus^ thus, to my bosom for e<ver and ever,^ 

[Exit Cymon singing. 

Fati. You are a philosopher, indeed ! 

Urg. A female one, Fatima : I have hid the most 
racking jeialousy imder this false appearance, in order 
to deceive him — I shall by this means discover the 
cause of his joy, and my misery j and, when that is 
known, you shall see whether I am most of a woman 
or a philosopher, 

D 
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Faii. I '11 lay ten to of the woman in matters of 
this nature. 

'Urg, Let him have liberty to go wherever he pleases 
— I will have him watch'd ; that office be your's, my 
faithful Fatima — about it instanly — do n't lose sight 
of him — no reply — not a word more. 

Fati, That '» very hard — but I 'm gone. lExii^ 
Urg, When I have discovered the objcfit of his pre* 
sent transports I will make her more wretched than 
any of her sex— ^^xcept myself. 

AIR. 

Hence every hope^ and ev'^ryfear ! 

Aivaie, ^nvake^. n^ pouoer and pride ^ 
Let Jealousy y, stern Jealousy appear / 

Wtth Vengeance at her dde ! 

II. 

Who scorns my charms^ pcwer shall pro^, 
Re'venge succeeds to slighted love ! 
Revenge ! — But oh, my sighing heart 
tVitb rebel Love takes part \ 
Nov) pants again vntb all her fears. 
And drovjns her rage in tears, [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 



Dorcas's Cottage^ SYvriA at the door, umth Cymon's 
Nosegay in ber band, ' 

AIR. 

Tbese /hwers, like oar beartsy are united in one^ 
And are bound up so fasty that tbey can't be undone j 
So uuell are tbey blended, so beauteous to sigbt, 
^bere springs from tbeir union a tenfold dcRgbt ; 
Nor poison, nor weed here, our passion to ivam ; 
Btttrweet nvitbout brier, the rose ivithout thorn. 

The more I lode upon this nosegay, the more I feel 
Cymon in my heart and mind— —Ever since I have 
seen him, heard his votvs,- and received this nosegay 
from him, I am in continual agitation, and cannot 
rest a moment.— I wander without knowing where 
— I speak without knowing to whom—and I look 
without knowing at what — Heigho! how my poor 
heart flutters in my breast!^— Now I dreaJ to lose 
him, and now again I think him mine for ever ! 

AIR. 

O, nvby should uoe sorro-iv, ivho nenjer knew sin I 
Let smiles of content shew our rapture wiihhi : . 
. This love has so raised me, I now tread in air / 
He ^s-sure sent from Hea<ven to lighten mj care ! 
D ij 
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Each shepherdess views me with scorn and disdain^ 
Each shepherd pursues me^ hut all is in *vaim 
No more uuill Isorroiv, no longer despair ^ 
He V sure sent from Heaven to lighten my care ! 

[LiNCO « seen listening to her singing, 

Lin, If you were as wicked, shepherdess, as you are 
innocent, that voice of your's would corrupt justice 
herself, unless she was deaf as well as blind. 

Syl. I hope you did not overhear me, Linco ? 

Lin, O, but I did though — ^and, notwithstanding 
I come as the deputy of a deputy governor, to bring 
you before my principal, for some complaints made 
against you by a certain shepherdess, I will stand your 
friend, though I lose my place for it — there are not 
many such friends, shepherdess. 

SyL What have I done to the shepherdesses that 
they persecute me so ? « 

Lin, You are much too handsome, which U a crime 
the best of 'em can't forgive you* 

Syl. I Ul trust myself with you, and face my ene- 
mies. [As they are going f JJiorcas calls from the Cottage, 

Dor, Where are you goiiig, child ? — Who is that 
with you, Sylvia? 

Lin. Now shall we be stopp'd by this good old wo- 
man, who will know all — r-and can scarce hear any 
thing. 

Dor, [Coming forward,"] J 'H sec who you ha,vc with 
you. 
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Lin, 'T is T, dame, your kinsman Linco. 

\_Speakf loud in ber ear. 

Dor, O, it is you, honest Linco I [Takes bis band,'] 
Well, what 's to do now. 

Lin, The governor desires to speak with Sylvia ; a 
friendly enqniry, that 's ail. [Speaks loud. 

Dor, For what, for what tell me that 1 have 

nothing to do with his desires, nor she neither — he is 
grou n veiy inquisitive of late about shepherdesses. — 
Fine doings indeed ! No such doings when I was young 
If he wants to examine any body, why do n't 
he examine me ? I il give him an answer, let him be 
as inquisitive as he pleases. 

Lin. But I am your kinsman, dame, and you dare 
trust me, sure. [Speaks loud. 

Dor, Thou art the best of them, that 1 *il say for 
thee— but the best of you are bad when a yoiing wo- 
man is in the case ■■ I have gone through great 
difficulties myself I can assure you, in better times 
than these : why must I not go too ? 

Lin, We shall return to you again, before you can 
get there. [Still speak :ng loud, 

Syl, You may trust us, mother— *my own innocence, 
and Linco's goodness, will be guard enough for me. 

Dor, Eh ! what ! 

Lin. She says you may trust me with her inno- 
cence. [Speaking louikr. 

Dor. Well, well, I will then— thou art a sweet 
creature, and I love thee better than even I did my 
own chM'-'lKisses Sylvia.] When thou art fetched 
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away by him that brought thee, 't will be a woeful 
day for me. — Well, well, go thy ways with Linco — 
I dare trust thee any where — I Ul prepare thy dinner 
at thy return ; and bring my honest kinsman along 
with you. 

Lin. We will be with you before you can make 
the pot boil. 
Dor. Before what! 

Lin. We will be with you before you can make the 
pot boil. [Speaks viry loud, and goes off ntnib Sylvia. 

Dor. Heaven sliield thee for the sweetest, best 
creature that ever blest old age. — ^What a comfort she 
is to me ! All I have to wish for in this world is to 
know who thou art, who brought thee to me, and then 
to see thee as happy as thou hast made poor Dorcas. 
What can the governor want with her ? — I wish I had 
gone too — I 'd have talk'd to him, and to the pur- 
pose — We had no such doings when I was a young 
woman I they never made such a fuss with me I 

AIR. 

fTben I ivas youngs though now am oldy 

The men were kind and true ; 
iut now they* re grown so false and bold, 
IVhat can a woman do ? 
Now what can a woman dot 
For men are truly ^ 

So unruly y 
I tremble at se*venty-two. 
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When I ivas fair, t bough noiv so sOy 

No hearts 'voere gfuen to rove. 
Our pulses beat nor fast nor slvw^ 
But all ivas faith and love j 
What can a uooman do ? 
No^v uobat can a nvoman do F 
For men are truly ^ 
So unruly y 

I tremble at se*venty-tnvo ! [Exit, 



SCENE /r. 



Ihe Magistrate's House, Enter DoRUS and Second 
Shepherdess. 

Dor, This way, this way, damsel— now we are 
alone, I can hear your grievances, and will redress 
them, that I will— you have my good liking damsel^ 
and favour follows of course. 

zd, Shep, I want words, your honour and worship, 
to thank you fitly. 

Dor. Smile upon me, damsel— Smile, and com- 
mand me— your hand is whiter than ever, I protest 
——you must indulge me with a chaste salute. 

[Kisses her hand, 

%d. Shep, La ! your honour. [Curtsies. 
Dor. You have charm'd me, damsel 5 and I can 
deny you nothing— another chaste salute— 'tis a 
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perfeft cordial — [Kisses her kand,"} Well, what shall I 
do with this Sylvia, this stranger, this baggage, that 
has affronted thee ? I '11 send her where she shall ne- 
ver vex thee again — an impudent, wicked — [Kisses her 
hand.] Smile, damsel, smile — I 'U send her packing 
this very day. 

2d, Shep. I vow your worship is too good to me. 

[Leering at him. 

Dor, Nothing 's too good for thee — '^ send her 
off direftly Do n't fret and teaze thyself about her 
—go she shall, and speedily too. I have sent my de- 
puty Linco for that Dorcas, who has harbour'd this 
Sylvia without my knowledge, and the country shall 
be rid of her to-morrow morning.— Smile upon me 
damsel — smile upon me. 

Shep, I would I were half as handsome as Syl- 
via, 1 might smile to good purpose. 

Dor, 1 11 Sylvia her ! an impudent vagrant. — She 
can peither smile or whine to any purpose, while I am 
to "govern. — She shall go to-morrow, damsel— this 
hand, this lily hand has sign'd her fate. [Kisses it. 

Enter Livco, 
Lin, No bribery and corruption, I beg of your ho- 
nour. 

Dor, You are too bold, Linco— Where did you 
learn this impertinence to your superiors ? 

Lin, From an, old song, and please your honovr, 
wh^re I get all ray Wisdom— Heaven help me. 
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AIR. 

Jf she 'whispers theju^ge, he he ever S9 ivise. 
Though great and importattt his trust is \ 

His hand is unsteady y a pair of hlack eyes 
fTfli kick up the halance of justice, 

Jf his passions are strong, his judgment grows iceak. 
For lo've through his veins ivill be creeping j 

And bis tvorsbip, ^wben near to a round dimple cheeky 
Though he ought to he blistd, *will he peeping. 

Dor, Poo, poo, 'tis a very foolish song, and you're 
a fool for singing it. 

zd. Shep, Linco's no friend of n\ine ; Sylvia can smg, 
and has enchanted liim. 

X«f. My ears have been feasted, that's most certain 
-s-but my heart, dam^^!, is as uticrack'd as your vir- 
tue, or his hcno .r's wisdona— There is not too much 
presumption in that, I hope. 

Dor. Linco, do your duty, and know your distance 
What is come to the fellow f he is so altered I 
don't know him again. 

Lin, Your honour's eye-sight is not so good as it 
was — I am always the same, and Heaven forbid that 
mirth should be a sin — am always laugning and 
singing — ^let who will change, I will not. I laugh at 
times, but I can't mend 'em — They are woefully al- 
ter 'd for the worse-rbut here's my comfort. 

[Shelving his tabor and pipe» 
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Dor. I '11 hear no more of this ribaldry ^1 hat^ 

poetry, and I don't like music— Where is this vagrant 
— this Sylvia? 

Lin, In the justice chamber, waiting for your ho- 
nour's commands. 

" Dor. Why did you not tell me so ? 

Lin. I tliought your honour better engaged, and 
that it was too much for you to try t¥fo female causes 
at one time. 

Dor. You thought ! I won't have you think, but 
obey— Times are changed indeed I Deputies must 
not think for their superiors. • 

JJn. Must not they ! wh^ will become of our poor 
country ! 

Dor. No more impertinence, but bring the culprit 
hither. 

Lin. In the twinkling of your honour's eye. \^Exit. 

zd. Sbep. I leave my griefs in your worship's hands. 

Dor. You leave 'em in my heart, damsel, where 
they soon shall be changed into f>leasru-es— wait for 
me in the justice chamber-*— Smile, damsel, smile 
upon me, and edge the sword of justice. 



AIR. 

Smiley damsel, smile^ 
1 '// frown upon your foe^ 

i ^11 pack her offy the <va^rant 'vtle^ 
^his moment she shall go^ 
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Sweet hazle nuty 
The ivickedskUj 
SbsU tfiidge for many a wilcy 
And all that I shall ask for this, 
Is nO'iv and then a harmless kiss, 
StniUy iamsely smile. 

Enter LiNco and Sylvia. 
9,d, Sbep. Here she eomes ; see how innocent she 
looks— But I'll be gone— I trust in your worship 
r— I hate the sight of her — I could tear her eyes out. 

lExit, 

Dor, [G axing at Sylvi^i.] Hero, hem ! — J am told, 
young wcwnan — ^hem, hem !— th^t — she does not look 
so mischievous as I expected. 

[Aside y and turning from her, 

tin. Bear up, sweet shepherdess I your beauty and 
iAnocence will put injustice out of countenance. 

SyL The shame of being su^eded confounds rac, 
and I can't speak. 

- thr. Where is the old woman, Dorcas, they told me 
of ? Did not I order you to bring her before me ? 

Lin. The good old woman is so deaf, and your re- 
verence a little thick of hearing, I thought the business 
would be sooner and better done by the yoimg woman. 

DihTi What, at your thinking again ?-^-young shep- 
herdess, I hear — I hear — Hem I — Her modesty pleases 
me. [Aside J] What is the reason, I say— Hera 1 — 
that I hear — She has very fine features. 

{_Aside, and turning frm her. 
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Lin, Speak, speak, Sylvia, and the business is done. 

J)or. Is not your name Sylvia ? 

Lin, Yes, your honour, her name is Sylvia. 

Dor, I don't ask you— What is your name? look 
up and tell ine> shepherdess. 

SyL Sylvia 1 [Sighs and curtsies. 

Dor, What a sweet look with her eyes she has ! 
[Aside, 1 What can be the reason, Sylvia — ^that, that— 
Hem ! I protest she disarms my anger. 

, I Aside y and turns from her* 

Lin, Kow is your time 5 speak to his reverence* 

Dor, Don*t whisper the prisoner. 

SyL Prisoner ! Atn I a prisoner then f 

bor. No, not absolutely a prisoner; but 3rou are 
charged^ damsel*— ^Hem, hem-— dhafgedj damsel-*— 
I don't know what to say to her. 

[Aside y and turns from her, 

SyL With what> your honour > 

Lin, Ifhe begins to damsel us we have liim sure. 

SyL Wha)t is my crime f 

Lin, Aiittle too handsome, that *s all* 

Dor, Hold your peace---Why don't you look up in 
my face if you are innocent ? [Sylvia looks at Dorus 
ivith great modesty.] I can't stand i t ■ ■ she has turn'd 
my anger, my justice, and my whole scheme, topsy- 
turvy — ^Reach me a chair, Linco. 

Lin, One sweet song, Sylvia, before his reverence 
gives sentence. [Reaches a chair for Borus. 

Dor, No singing, her looks have done too much al- 
ready. 

Lin, Only to soften your rigour. 
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Al R.— Sylvia* 
From duty ^ the shepherd siray^ 

And leave his Jhcks tofeed^ 
The uuolf hvUl seize the bamdets frey^ 
And innocence ivtll bltedh 
II. 

In me a harmless laMb heboid, 
\ Opprest tvitb every fear ; 

O, guards good shepherd^ guard thejold. 
For wicked 'wol*ves are near. [Kneels* 

bor, V\\ guard thee> and fold theetoo> my lambkin 
•^and they shan't hurt thee*--Thi8 is a melting ditty, 
indeed! Rise, lise, my Sylvia. lEmhraces bet* 

Enter Second Shepherdess. 

[Dorus and she start at seeing each other* 

id. Shep» Is your reverence taking leave of her be- 
fore you drive her out of the country ? 

Dor, How now ! What presumption is this to break 
in upon us so, and interrupt the course of justice ? 

^d, Shep, May I be permitted to speak three words 
With your worship 

Dor, Well, well, I will speak to yo\i— I 'U come 
to you in the justice chamber presently. 

W. Shep, I knew the wheedling slut would spoil all 
—but I '11 be up with her yet. [Aside and eicit. 

Dor, I 'm glad she's gone— Linco, you must send 
her away**— -I won't see her now. 

E 
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Lift* Aftd shall I take Sylvia to prison ? 

Dor. No, no, no ; to prison! mercy forbid I — ^What 
a sin should I have committed to please that envious, 
jealous pated shepherdess ? — Linco, comfort the 

damsel' Dry your tears, Sylvia 1 vs^ill call upon 

you myself— and examine Dorcas myself and 

protedl you myself and do every tiling myself— 

I profess she has bewitched me ! I am all agitation-r 

I'll call upon you to-morrow — perhaps to night 

perhaps in lialf an hour- Take care of her, Linco--- 

she has bewitched me, and I shall lose my wits if I 

look on her any longer Oh I the sweet, lovely, 

pretty creature ! 

Ltn. Don't whimper now, my sweet Sylvia jus- 
tice has taken \ip the sword and scales ^gain, and 
your rivals shall cry their eyes out—The d^^y's our 
own.' 

AIR, 

Siftg high deny derry^ 

The day is cur <hwn. 
1Bf iMse and be merry ^ 

Let sorrow alone \ 
' J Iter your totUy 
To high deny deny. 

Be <wise and be merry ^ 

The day is our own. 



[Exeont. 
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ACyr IF. SCENE L 

Ah Old CastU. Enttr Uhg an d a » greatly agitattd, 

RECITATIVE accompanied. 
Urganda, 

Lost, lost Urganda ! — Nothing can controul 

The beating tempest of my restless soul ! 

While I prepare, in this dark witching hour, * 

Sfy potent spells, and call forth all my povrer— — « 

Arise, ye demons of revenge, arise ! 

Begin your rites— unseen by mortal, eyes 5 

Hurl plagues and mischiefs through the poison'd air> 

And give me vengeance to appease despair ! 

Chorus — {Under ground] We come, we coifle, we come* 
IShe fwa-ves her ^uuand, and the Castle vanishes. 

7he first Demon of re<venge arises, wiib bis followers. 
AIR. 

WMh mortals charm their cares to sleeps 

And demons h(nvl beh^y 
Urganda calls us from the deep j 
Arise y ye sons of mjoe ! 
Ever busy, ever vjillingy 
AH these horrid tasks fulfilling y 
Which dranxj from mortal breasts the gtoan^ 
And make their torments like our otvn. 
£ ij 
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Chorus of Demons under ground* 
ff^e come, lue come, nve come! 
[Other Demons arise and perform their rites, then exeunt, 
ivith Urganda at their head. 



SCENE II. 



The Country. Effter Liu co, drauuing in Daiao if and 

, DOMLAS* . 

Lin, Nay, nay, but let me talk to you a little— ^by 
the laik you are early stirrers — has not that gad-fly 
jealousy stung you to this same mischief you are 
upon? 

Dam. We are commanded by our governor, who 
has orders from Urganda to bring Cymon and Sylvia 
before her. 

• Lin, And you arc fond of this employment, are 
you? fye, for shame— I know more than you think 
I know.— You were each of you (good souls !) be- 
trothed to two shepherdesses — but Sylvia comes in 
the nick, an<J away go vows, promises, and protesta- 
tions — she loving Cymon, and despising you ■ a nd 
you.— You, hating one another, join cordially to dis- 
tress them for loving one another— fye, for shame, 
shepherds ! 

Dam. What will the governor say to this ? This is 
fine treatment of your betters. 
Lin. If my betters arc no better than they should be. 
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lis tlicir fault, artd not mine — Urganda, Dorus, and 
you, not being able to reach the grapes, won't kt any 
body eke taste them — Ob fye, for shame, shepherds I 

Dam. We have no time to lose— we most rise the 
shepherds, and hunt after these young sinners j and 
you, Mr. Deputy, for all your airs,, must make one in 
the chase. 

Lin, Before I would follow unlawful game to please 
a hot-liver'd enchantress, an old itching governor^ 
and two such jealous-pated noodles as yourselves, I 
would thrust my pipe through my tabor, chuck it into 
the river, and myself after it. 

Pom, Here comes the governor j now we shall hear 
what you will say to him. • 

Lin,, Just what I have said to you 5 an honest laugh- 
ing fellow, like myself, don't mind a governor, though 
\ should raise his spleen, and lose my |^ace into the 
bargain — there are not many deputies in Arcadia of 
the same mind. 

Dori. Come, come, let us mind our btwint^, and 
not his impertinence. 

Dam, If the governor would do as I wish him, you 
would have your deserts, Mr. Deputy Linco. 

Lin, And if Cymon would do as I wish him, you 
would have your deserts, my gentle shepherds. 

Enter Dorus and Arcadians. 

Dor, Where have you been, Linco ? I sent for you 
an hour ago. 

Lin, I was- in bcdy yonr Itonour 5 and, as I don't 

' E iij 
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walk in my I could not be well with you before 
I was dressed. 

Dor, No joking — —no joking — we are ordered by 
the Enchantress to search for Cymon and Sylvia, and 
bring them before her. 

JJjt. I hate to spoil sport—- so I '11 go home again. 

IGoing, 

Dor. Stay, Linco, [He returns,'] I command you to 
do your duty, and go with me in pursuit of these 
young criminals. 

. Litf. Criminals I heaven bless them, I say! I'll 

go home again. [Going. 

Dor. Was there ever such insolence! Come back, 
Linco J how dare you disobey what I order, and Ur- 
ganda commands ? Give me an answer. 

Lift, Conscience ! conscience ! governor— an old 
fashion*d excuse, but a true one— —I cannot find 
in my heart to disturb two sweet young creatures— 
whom, as Heaven has put together, I will not attempt 
to divide :— 't would be a crying sin ! — 1*11 go home 
again. iGoing. 

Dor, You are a scandal to your place, and you sliaU 
hold it no longer; I *11 take it from you instantly. 

Lin, You cannot take from me a quiet conscience 
and a merry heart, — ^you are heartily welcome to all 
the rest, governor. 

Dor. I dismiss you from this moment — ^you shall be 
no deputy of mine — ^you shall suffer for your ajTO- 
gance ; I shall tell the enchantress that you are leagued 
with this Sy Iviat and will not do your duty* 
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Un. A word with your honour— could you have 
been leagued with this Sylyia too, you would not 
have done your duty, Mr. Governor. 

Dor, Hera! — Come along, shepherds, and don't 
mind his impudence. [Exeunt Dorus and Shepherds. 

Lin, I wish your reverence a good morning, and 
thank you for all favours — any fool now that was less 
merry than myself, would be out of spirits for being 
out of place j but as matters are now turned topsy- 
turvy, I won't walk upon my head for the best office in 
Arcadia — And so, my virtuout old governor, get what 
deputy you please ; I shall stick to my tabor and pipe, 
and sing away the loss of one place, till I can whistle 
myself into another. 

AIR. 

// ben peace here *was reigning. 
And love ^without fwaining. 
Or care or complaining. 
Base passions disdaining | 
' This, ibis ivas my uoay, 

Witb my pipe and my tabor, 
I laugb down tbe day, 

Nor ennjfd the joys of my neighbour » 

Ih 

No'w sad transformation. 
Runs through tbe wubole nation % 
Peace, lo^,e, recreation. 
All changed to vexation j 
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Tbisy this is my nvay, 
frith my pipe and my tabor, 

J laugh dotm the dt^, 
And pity the cares df my neighbour^ 

lit. 

" While all are designing, 
«« Their friends undernaning^ 
<* Re<viiixgf repining f 
'' To mischief inclining j 
" This, this is my njuajf, 

" ITith p^pipe and my tahor^ 

/ laugh do-zm the d^, 

** And pity the cares of my neighbour. 



SCENE IIL 



Another paft of the Country. Enter FatiMa. 
Faii. Truly a very pretty mischievous errand I am 
sent upon —I am to follow this foolish young fellow 
all about to find out his haunts — not so foolish neither, 
for he is so much improved of late, we shrewdly sus- 
peft that he must have some female to sharpen his in- 
tellers — For love, among many other strange things, 
can make fools of wits, and wits * of fools. I saw our 
young partridge run before me, and take cover here- 
abouts ; I must make no noise, for fear of alarming 
him 5 besides, I hate to disturb the poor things in pair- 
ing time. [Looks through the bushes* 
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Enter Merlin, behind ber, 

Mer, I shall spoil your peeping> thou evil counsel- 
lor of a faithless mistress — I must torment her a little 
for hei good — Such females must feel much to be made 
just and reasonable creatures. 

[Fatima peeping through the bushes, 

Fati. There they are — our fool has made no bad 
choice :— — upon my word, a very pretty couple ! and 
will make my poor lady's heart ach. 

Mer. I shall twinge yotti*s a little before we part. 

Fati, Well said, Cymon 1 upon your knees to her. 
Now for my pocket boo)iL| that I may exa£lly describe 
this rival of ours ; she is much too handsome to live 
long ^ slie will be either burst alive» thrown to wild 
beasts, or shut up in the JJiack Tower— the greatest 
mercy she can have will be to let her take her choice. 

[Takes out a pocket book, 

Mer, May be so— but we will prevent the prophecy 
if we can. 

[Fatima wr/Vwjf in her book. 

Fait, She is of a good height, alK>ut my size^ — a fine 
shape — delicate features — charming hair — heavenly 
eyes j not unlike my own — with such a sweet smiie ! 
She must be burnt alive ! yes, yes, she must be burnt 
ajive. [Merlin taps her upon the shoulder <witb bis <wand, 

Fati. Who's there! biess mel Nobody — I protest 
it startled me. I must finish my picture. 

[/Tir ites on. Merlin uoaves bis wand over her head. 

Now let me see what I have written. — Bless me, 
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what '8 here I all the letters are as red as blood— My 
eyes fail me ! SUre I am bewitched \^Reaiis and trembles] 

* Urganda has a shameful passion for Cymon, Cymon 

* a most viituous one for Sylvia j as for Fatima, wild 

* beasts, the Black Tower, and bvorning alive are to<J 

« good for her.' [Drops the book,] O \ O ! 1 have 

not power to stir a step— '■I knew what would come 
of affronting that devil, Merlin. [Merlin is <uisibki 

Mer, True, JFatima, and I am here at your sci*vice. 

Fat}, O, most magnanimous Mcriinl don't set your 
wit to a poor foolish weak Woman. 

Mtr, Why, then, will a fo6lish weak woman set her 
wit to me ? B«t we will be better friends for the future 
^Mark me, Fatima. [Holds up his tmndi 

Fati No conjuration, 1 beseech yotu: worship, and 
you shall do any thing with me. 

Mer. I want nothing of you but toliold your tongue. 

Fati, Will nothing else content your fury ? 

Mer, Silence, babler. 

Fait. I am your own for ever, most merciful Mer- 
lin ! I am your own for ever, — O, my poor tongue! I 
thought I never should have ^agg'd thee agidn — What 
a dreadful thing it would be to be dumb ? 

Mer. You see it is not in the power of Urganda to 
protedl you, or to injure Cymon and Sylvia — I will be 
their prote£Vor against all her arts, though she has 
leagued- herself with the demons of reveiigc — We ha?c 
no power but what results from our virtue. 

Fati. I had rather tose any thing than my speech. 

Mer. As you profess yourself my friend (for, with 
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all my art^ I. cannot sec into a woman's mind) I will 
shew my gratitude, and my power, by giving your 
tongue an additional accomplishment. 

Fatu What, shall I talk more than ever ? 

Mer, [Smiling,'] That would be no accomplishment, 
Fatima. — No, I mean that you shall talk less — When 
you return to Urganda, she will be very inquisitive, 
and you very ready to tell her all you know. 

Fati, And may I without offence to your worship ? 

Mer, Silence, and mark me well — observe me^ruly 
and pun6^U3lly. Every answer you give to Urganda's 
questions, must be confined to two words, yes and no 
— I have done you a great favour, and you don't per- 
ceive it. 

ftf/?. Not very clearly, indeed. [Aside, 
Mer, Beware of encroaching a single monosyllable 

V»pon my injunftion ; tlie moment another word 

escapes you, you are dumb. 
Fati, Heaven preserve mel ^hat will become of 

me! 

Mer. Remember what I say— as you obey or nc- 
glcft me, you will be punished, or rewarded. 

AIR. 

Be sure you regard *wbiit I s^y, 
My comuiands to a tiitk obey^ 

Beivare, beware, 

I ride in the air. 
And 'willfwatchyou.by nj^bt by day j 
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Though J raise both the sea and the ivind. 
The tempest in fetters can bind^ 
Yet my magic ^ more ftywerful and strongs 
Can stop the full tide of a wooman^s tongue • 
[Merlin strikes the scene, ivhicb opens and d}sc$* 
"uers bis dragons and chariot, which carry tim 
aUuay, 

t*arewell. iBowing to her,"] Remember me> Fadma. 

Fat, I shall never forget you, I am sure— What a 
polite devil it is-^nd what a woeful plight am I in? 
Thb confining my tongue to two words is much 
worse ^han b^ing quite dumb. 1 had rather be stinted 
in any thing than my speech— Heigho— 'There never 
f\xn was a tax upcm the tongue before^ 

AIR. 

Tax my tongue, it is a sham: 
Merlin, sure, is much to blame^ 

Not to let it sweetly flow. 
Yet the fanfours of the greats 
And the silly ^mcdden^sfatt. 
Oft depend on Yes or No. 

Lack-a-day I 

Poor Fatima I 

Stinted JO, 

To Yes or No. 

II. 

Should I nvoMt tp talk and chai^ 
T fif Urganda ibis or that, , 
How shall I about it gd I 
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Let her ask me <wbat she mnUf 
I must keep my clapper stilly 
Striking only Yes or No, 

Lack-a^day ! 

Poor Fatiraa I 

Stinted so, 

7b Yes o;* No I [Exit. 



SCENE 11. 



Enter Cymon and Sylvia, arm in arm. 

Cym, You must not sigh, my Sylvia — love like ours 
can have no bitter mingled with its sweets. It has 
given me eyes, ears, and understanding ; and, till they 
forsake me, I must be Sylvia's. 

SyL And while I retain mine I know no happiness 
but with Cymon ; — and yet, Urganda — 

Cym, Why will you sully again the purity of our 
joys with the thoughts of that unhappy, because 
guilty, woman. Has not Merlin discovered all that 
was unknown to us ? Has he not promised us his pro- 
teSion, and told us, that we are the care of superior 
beings, and that more blessings, if possible, are in 
store for us ? — What can Sylvia want, when Cymon is 
completely blest ? 

SyL Nothing but my Cymon 5 when tliat is secure 
to me I have not a wish for more. 

Cym. Thy wishes are fulfilled then, and mine in 
fhee! 

F 
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Syl. Take my hand, and witii it a heart, which, till 
you had touched, never knew, nor coold even ima- 
gine, what was love j but my passion now is as sin- 
cere as it is tender, and it would be ungrateful to dis- 
guise my afFeftions, as they are my greatest pride and 
happiness. 

Qfm. Transporting moid \ [Kisses ber band* 

AIR. — Sylvia. 

This cold flinty heart it is you <who have nj^anrCd^ 
Towwakin^d my pMssionSy my senses bow cbam'd^ 
In *vain against merit and Cy mon / stro<ve j 
What's life 'without passion — s^eet passion of bvet - 
II. 

Tlje frost nips the hud, and the rose camdt bhw. 
From youth that is frost -nipt no raptures can fifuHf 
Elysium to him but a desert 'will prot/e 5 
What V life nuithout pasnon'^^swet passion of low ? 
III. 

ne spring should be warm, the young season be gay. 
Her birds and her flowets make blithsome s*weet May, 
Lovt -blesses the cottage, and sings through the grtme 
What's life nmthout pass'um^s'weet passion rf Irue f 

Cym. Thus then I seize my treasure, will proteftit 
with my life, and will never resign it but to Heaven 
whogaveitme. lEmbracet her> 
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Damon and Dorilas on one side, and Dorus 
and his followers on the other j ^who start at seeing 
Cymon and Sylvia. 

Dam, Here diey are I 

ByL Hal blew met {Starting. 

Dor. Fine doings indeed $ 

[Cymon and Sylvia stand amazed and ashanCd^ 

Dm, Your humble servant, modest madnm Sjrlvia I 

Dam. Vou are much improved by your new toxov. 

Dgr. But I Ml send her and her tutor where they 
shall learn better. — I am confounded at thsir assu- 
rance ! Why don't you speak, culprits ? 

Cym. We may be asham'd without gmh, to be 
watch'd and surprizM by those who ought to be more 
asham'd at what they have done. 

Syl, Be calm, my Cymon, they mean us mischief. 

Cym. But they can do us none— fear them not, 
my shepherdess. 

Dor. Did you ever hear or see such an impudent 
couple? but I'll secure you from such intemperate 
doings. 

Dam. Shall we seize them, your worship, and drag 
them to Urganda ? 
Dor. Let me sp»eak first with that shepherdess. 

I As he approaches, Cymon puts her behind him, 
Cym. That shepherdess is not to be spoken with. 
Dor. Here *s impudence in perfe^lion! Do you 
know who I am, stripling ? . 
Cjfn, I know you to be one who ought to observe 
Fij 



Digitized by 



64 CYMON. MiF^ 

the laws, and proteft innocence ; but having passions . 
that disgrace botli your age and place, you neither do 
one or the other. 

Dor. I aiTQ astonished! What, are you the foolish 
young fellow I have heard so much of ? 

Cjm. As sure as you arc the wicked old fellow I 
have heard so much of. 

Dor, Seize them both this instant. 

Cym, That is sooner said than done, governor, 
[if J tbey approach on both side^ to seisu tbemy be 
snaicbes a staff from one tbf shepberds, and 
beats tbem back. 

Dor. Fall on him, but don*t kill him, for I must 
make an example of him* 

Cym. In this cause I am myself an army ; see how 
the wretches stare, and cani^ot stir* , 

AIR. 

Come on, come on, 

A thousand to one, 
I dare you to com on. 
though unpraBis^d and young, 
Lo*ve has made me stout and strong | 
Has gi*u^n me a charm. 
Will not suffer me to fall: 

Has steeVd my heart, and nerv*d my am, 
T ? guard my precious all. 

[Looking at Sylvia. 
Come on, come on, &c, {Exit* 
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AIR.— Sylvia, 

Of Merlin, nenv Ufrieml him / 
From their rage defend him, 

\While Cymon drinjis off the party of Shepherds on 
one side^ enter Doms and his party, nvho sur^ 
round Sylvia. 

/)or. Away with her, away with her— » 
SyL Proted me. Merlin ! Cymon ! Cymon ! where 
art thou, Cymon ? 

/)or. Your fool, Cymon, is too fond of fighting to 
mind his mistress j away with her to Urganda, aWay 
with her. \Jhey hurry her off. 

Enter Shepherds^ running across Smdered and beaten 
by Cymon. 

Dam. [Looking back J] 'T is the devil of a fellow ! 
how he has laid about hinu [Exit. 
Dori, There is no way but thit to avoid him. [ExiU 

Enter Cymon in cotffusion and out of bnath. 

Cym. I have conquered, my Sylvia! — Where art 
thou ? — my life^ my love, my valour, my all !— What, 
gone t — ^tom from me !— then I am conquer 'd indeed I 
[He runs off and returns several times during 
' the symphony of the following song%. 
Fiij 



I 

Digitized by GooQle 



AIR. 

Ttfr/f from me^ torn from me^ *whicb ivay did tbey take 
ber? • ' ' " 
To deaib tbey sball bear me^ 
To pieces shall tear me^ 
"Before V II forsake ber I 

Though fast bound in a spelly 
By Urgianda and hell, 
VII burst through their charm. 
Seize my fair in my arms, 
Then my valour shall prove, 
No magic like virtue, like Virtuie and Love. [Exit, 



ACT r. SCENE L 



A Grotto. Enter Urganda and Fatima. 

Vrganda, angry. 
Yes l-^-No J— forbear this mockery— What can it 
mean? — I will not bear this trifling with my passion 
— Fatima^ ipy hearths upon the rack, and must not 
be sported with-— -Let me know the worst, and 
quickly— to conceal it from me is not kindness, but 

Ae" height of cruelty- Why don't you speak? 

\Fatima shakes Ber head,"] Won't you speak ? 

Fat, Yes. ' . . • . « 

Urg, Go on then. 

fat. No. 
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Urg. Will you say nothing but no ? 
Fat, Yes. 

Urg. Distra6ting, treacherous Fatima!— Have you 
seen my rival ? 
Tat. Yes. 

Vrg. Thanks, dear Fatima! — well, now go on. 
Fat. No. 

Urg, This is not to be bom- — WasCymon with her ? 
Fat. Yes. 

Urg, Are they in love with each other ? 

Fat. Yes. iSigbing.^ 

Urg. Where did you see my rival ? [Fatima shakes 

her bead.'] False, unkind, obstinate Fatima ! Won't 

you tell me ? 
' Fat. No. 

Urg. You are brib'd to betray me ? 

Fat. No. 

Urg. What, still yes and no ? 
fat. Yes. 

Urg. And not a single word more ? 
Fat. No. 

Urg. Are you afraid of any body ? 
Fat. Yes.* 

Urg. Arc you not afraid of me too ? 
Fat. No. 

Urg. Insolence! Is my rival handsome? tell mc 
that? 
Fat. Yes. 

i/rg. Very handsome? 
Fat. Yes, yes. 
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Urg, How handsome ? handsomer than I, or you? 
Fat. Yes— No — [Hesitating, 
Urg. How can you see me thus miserable and not 
relieve me ? have you no pity for me ? 
Fat. Yes! [Sighixg, 
Urg. Convince me of it, and tell me all. 
Fat. No! ISigbing. 

Urg. I shall go distra6led ! ^Leave me. 

Fat. Yes. 

Urg. And dare not come into my presence. 
Fat. No. [Curtsies and exit » 

Urg. [Alone. '\ She has a spell upon her, or she could 
not do thus — Merlin's power has prevailed — he has 
enchanted her, and my love and my revenge arc 
equally disappointed. — This is the completion of ray 
misery I 

Enter Dorus. 

Lor. May I presume to intrude upon my. sove- 
reign's contemplations ? 

Urg. Dare not to approach my misery, or thoii shalc 
partake of it. 

Dor. I am gone — and Sylvia shall go too. [Going. 

Urg. Sylvia, said you ? where is she? where is she? 
speak, speak — and give me life or death. 

Dor. She is without, and attends your mighty will. 

Urg. Then I am queen again! — Forgive me, Dpnii 
—I was lost in thought, sunk in despair; I knew not 
what I said — but now I am raisM again l-^-Sylyia is - 
safe! 
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Dor. Yes 5 and I am safe too, which is no small 
comfort to me, considering where I have been. 

Urg, And Cymon — has he escapM ? 

Dor. Yes, he has cscap'd from usj and, what is 
better, we have escapM from him. 

IJrg. Where is he ? 

Lor, Breaking the bones of every shepherd he meets. 

Vrg, Well, no matter — I am in possession of the 
present object of my passion, and I will indulge it to 
the height of luxury ! Let 'em prepare my vi6tim in- 
stantly for death. 

Tkr. For death ! Is not that going too far ? 

Vrg, Nothing is too far — she makes me suffer ten 
thousand deaths, and nothing but her*s can appease 
me. [Dorus going,'\ Stay, Donis— I have a richer re- 
venge ; she shall be shut up in the Black Tower till 
her beauties are destroyed, and then I will present her 
to this ungratefril Cymon Let her be brought be- 
fore me, ai^d I will feast my eyes, and ease my heart, 
with this devoted Sylvia — No reply, but obey. 

J)or, It is done — This is going too far. \^Aside, 
[Exit shrugging up bis shoulders^ 

AIR. — ^Urganda. 

Though still of raging iviitds the sport, 
My ship^vrecJCd heart shall gain the port 5 

Revenge y the pilot steers the nvay ; 
No more of tenderness and love, 
The eagle in her gripe has sei%'d the dove^ 

And thinks of nothing hut her prey ^ 



Digitized by 



CYMOK* 



Enter Sylvia, Dorus, nnd Guards. . 
Urg. Are you the wretch, the unhappy maid* who 
has dar'd to be the rival of Urganda ? 

Syl. I am no wretch, but the happy maid who am 
possessM of the aife6lions of CymoB, and with them 
have nothing to hope or fear. 

Urg, Thou vain rash creature I — I will make thee 
fear my power, and hope for my mercy, 

[Jf^a'ves her luandf and the seem cbanget <• 
the Black Rocks, 

Syl, I am still unmov'd. [Sfmimg* 

Urg, Thou ait on the very brink of perdition, and 
in a moment wilt be closed in a tower where thou 
shalt never see Cy mon, or any human being more. 

Syl, While I have Cymon in my heart I bear a 
charm about me, to scorn your power, or, what i» 
more, yoiu* cruelty. 

[Urganda ^wafues her tjoandy and the Bhck 
Tower appears. 

Urg, Open the gates, and enclose her insolence for 
ever. 

Syl, I am ready. ISmilhtg at Urganda. 

AIR. 

Though various deaths surround 
No terrors can confound me \ 
Protefled from alwvc, 
i glory in my hve ! 
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Against thy cruel might. 

And in this dreadful hour, 
I ba*ve a sure defence ^ 

*Tis ittnocence! 
That beanf^nly rights 

To smile on guilty fo^er I 

Urg, Let me no more be tormented with her ; X 
caimot bear to hear or see her. Close her in the 
tower for ever I \Tbey put Syhria in the tonver.'] Now 
kt Merlin release you if he can. [Exuhingly. 
[It thundersy the tvwer and rocks gt<ve way to 
a magmficent amphitheatre y and ^ct^ appears 
us the place tudsere the tonjuer sunk : All shriek, 
end run offy except Urganda, luho is struck nmtb 
terror, 

Mer- Still shall my power your arts confound 5 

And Cymon's cure shall be Urganda*s wound. 

[Urganda nsjofves her 'wand, 

Mer. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — your power is gon e 

Urg, I am all terror and shame— in vain I wave 
this wand— — I feel my power is gone, yet I still re- 
tain my passions — My misery is complete ! 

Mer» It is indeed ! No power, no happiness were 
superior to thine till you sunk them by your falsdiood 
— you now find, but too late, that there is no magic 
like virtue. [Sound of warlike instruments, 

Urg, What mean those sounds of joy ? — my heart 
forebodes that they proclaim my fall and dishonour. 

Mer, The knights of the different orders of chival- 
ry, who were sent by Cymon's father in quest of h» 



Digitized by 



7* CYMON. ActF, 

son, were drawn hither, by my power, from their 
several stations to one spot, and at the same instant : 
the general astonishment at their meeting was soon 
changed into general joy,' when, they were told by 
what means, and upon what occasion they were so 
unexpeftedly assembled j and they are now preparing 
to celebrate, and proted the marriage of Cymon with 
Sylvia. 

(Jrg, Death to my hopes I — then I am lost indeed ! 
Mfr. From the moment you wix)ng'd me, and your- 
self, I became their protestor — I counterafted all your 
schemes, I continued Cymon in his state of ignorance 
till he was cured by Sylvia, whom I conveyed here for 
. that purpose j that shepherdess is a princess equal to 
Cymon — ^They have obtained by their virtues the 
throne of Arcadia, which you have lost by But I 
have done ; I see your repentance^ and my anger 
melts into pity. 

Urg. pity me not — I am undeserving of it— I 
have been cruel and faithless, and ought to l>e wfctch- 
cd— Thus I destroy the small remains of my sove- 
reignty. [Br/aks ber uuand.'] May power, basely ex- 
erted, be ever thus broken and dispersed ! 

ISbe throws it from her. 
Forgive ray errors and forget my name, 
O, drive me hence with penitence and shame ; 
From Merlin, Cymon, Sylvia, let me fly. 
Beholding them, my shame can never die. 

Urganda, 

Mer. Falsehood is punished, virtue rewarded, and 
Arcadia made liappy I 
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A nvarUke march. Enter the procession of knights of the 
different Orders of Cbi*valryy«with Enchanters y tSc, ivho 
range themselves round the amphitheatre, followed by 
Cymon, Sylvia, and Merlin, luho are brought in tri- 
umphy draim by Loves, preceded by Cupid and Hy- 
men avalking arm in arm. Then enter tb^ Arcadian 
Shepherds, nuith Doras and Linco at their beady I>a*< 
mon and Donlas, *with their Shepherdesses, Gfr 
Merlin, Cymon, and Sylvia descend from the car. 
Merlin their bands y and then speaks the following 
lines. 

Mer. Now join your hands, whose hearts were join'd 
before, 

This union shall Arcadia's peace restore : 
When virtues such as these adorn a throne, 
The people make their sovereign's bliss their own : 
Their joys, their virtues, shall each subjc«5i: share, 
And all the landTcfleft the royal pair ! 

CHORUS. 

Each heart and each *vclce 
In Arcadia rejoice ^ 
Let gratitude raise 
To Merlin our praise : 
Long, long may njce share 
The joys of this pair I 
Longy long nut^ they li^jc, 
To share the bliss ikg give ! 
[Cymon, Sylvia, and Merlin retire to the knights, 
while Linco calls the shepherds about him, 
G 
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Lht, My good nelghbonrs and friends (for now I 
am not ashamed to call you so) your deputy Linco has 
but a ^rt charge to give you. As we have tum'd 
over a new fair leaf, let us never look back to our 
X>ast blots and errors. 

Dor, No more we will, Linco.— No retrospedtion. 

IJn» I meant to oblige your worship in the propo- 
sition 5 I shall ever be a good subje& [Bowmg to Cy- 
mon and Sylvia] and yomr friend and obedient deputy. 
Let us have a himdred marriages dire£By, and no 
more inconstancy, jealousy, or coquetry from this day, 
—The best purifier of the blood is mirth, with a few 
grains of wbdom— We will take it every day, neigh- 
bours, as the best preservative agsdnst bad humours : 
Be merry and uvhe, according to the old proverb, and 
I defy the devil ever to get among you again ; and that 
we may be sure to get rid of him, let us drive him quite 
away with a little more singing and dancing, for he 
hates mortally mirth and good fellowship. 

[il Dance of Arcadian Shepherds and Shepherdesses* 

AIR.— Damon. 

Each shepherd again shall be constant and kind. 
And enj'ry strafd heart shall each shepherdess Jind. 

Delia. 

Jf faithful our shepherds, <we always an true, 
pur faith and our falsehood w borrow fromjou. 
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CHORUS. 

WhUe *we <virimttSy 'while we "re free ^ 
E'ver haff>y shall ive be, 

Fatima. 

Lei those y nvbo the s^ord and the balance must bold". 

To interest be blind, Mtd to beauty be cold : 

When justice has eyes, and integrity fails. 

Her snmrd becomes blunted, and douon drop her scales^ 



CHOHUS. 

WfMe 'we*re inrtuous, ftfr* 



LlNCO» 

The bliss of your heart no rude care shall molest , 
While innocent rmrth is your bosom's sweet guest j 
Of that happy pair let us worthy be seen, 
Lo<ve^ honour, and copy your Idng and your queen^ 

CHORUS. 

While we'^re wtuous, STr. 
Sylvia. 

Let Uroe, peace, and Joy, still be seen hand in hand^ 
T 7 dance on the turf, and again bless the land^ 

Cymon. 

Lwe and Hymen of blessings ha^ue opened their store ^ 
For Cymon with Sylvia can wish nothing more,. 
G ij 
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BOTH. 

Lo've and Hymen of blessings have opened their storey 
Cymon. 

For Cjonon lAJitb Sylvia can wish nothing more, 
Sylvia. 

For Sylvia au//A Cymon can nmsh nothing more , 

CHORUS, 

IFbile ive "re virtuous^ nvhile <wi "re free, 
£<ver bapfy shall we he / 
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Written by Geo* ge Ki a t e, Esq. - -Spoken by Mrs. 
Abington. 

Enter, peeping in at the Stage-Door. 

Js the stage clear F —bless me! — P've sucb a dread! 
It seem enchanted ground 'wherever I tread! 

[Coming forward. 
What noise mas that ! — busb ! — 7 uoas a false alarm—' 
Vm sure tbere V no one ben imll do me barm : 
Amongst you can't be found a single knight ^ 
Who uuould not do an injured damsel right. 
WeU—Heawn be frais'd! 1 out of magic reach. 
And ha've once more regained the poiver of speech ; 
Aye, and V II use it— for it must appear, 

That my poor tongue is greatly in arrear 

Tbere V not a female here but shared my 'woe, 
Tfd douun to YES, or still more hateful no. 
No is expressi've — hut I must confess, 
if rightly questioned, l^d use only YE8. 

/« Merlin's ivalk this broken ivand Ifoum U 

[Shewing a broken wand. 
Which to two words my speaking organs bound. 

Suppose upon the ioivn 1 try his spell 

Ladies, dont stir ! — Tou use your tongues too 'well! 
tranquil ev^ty place, ivben, by my skill. 
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Folly is mutCy and even Slander Jft/?/ 
Old Gossips speechlesS'-J^oods imuUbresd m riot^ 
And all the tongues at Jonathan's Ue quiet I 
Each grave "Proksnon must nevjbush thenvig j 
Nothing to say, '/ v;ere needless they look big! 
The reverend Doftor might the change endure^ 
He cwouldsit stilly and have his Sine Cure! 
Nor could Great Folks much hardship undergo % 
They do their business voith an aye or HO !-"— 
But come, I only jok" d—dismiss your fear j 
Though I ^ve the po wer, i tmll n^tuseit ber$^ 
I only keep my magic as a guard 
T } av:e each critic lajho aiktcMs t «r bard. 
I see some malcontents their fingers biting, 
Snarling, * the ancients never knew such mrt^M g 

* The dramcCs lost ! - -the managers exhaust usj 

* fFith OpVas, Monkies, Mab, and Dr. Faustus,' 
Dread Sirs, a voord!—the pubUc taste is ficklt% 

All palates in their turn ive strive to tickk j 
Our caterers Ytny , andyou'*ll mvn, at leasts 
it is Variety that makes the feast, 
if this fair circle smk — and the Gods thunder^ 
I nvith this vjund vnll keep the critics under. 
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yfCr L SCENE L 



ManlyV Lodgings. Manly entirs in a morning Gonmt 
followed by XA>rd Flav^ibl^. 

Manly, 

Pray, my lord, pray my Lord Plausible, g^ve me 
leaye, I have more of the mastiff than the spaniel in 
my nature, I own it j besides, I am too did now to Icam 
to play tricks : I cannot fawn, and fetch and carry ; 
neither will I ever practise that servile complaisance, 
which some people picjue thepiselves on being masters 
of. 

L. Plau. Well, but seriously, my dear friend, this 
Is being singular ; will you declare war against gr:ne- 
ral custom ; refuse to subscribe to the common forms 
of good breeding? 

Man. Forms indeed, my lord, they are mere forms, 
and therefore shall not sway me. Jn short, I will not, 
as your subscribers to forms do, whisper my contempt 
f>r hatre^ i call a man fool, or knave, by signs, or 
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mouths over his shoulder, while I have him in my 
arms. — I will not do as you do. 

L. PJau. As I do ! — Heaven defend me ! upon my 
honour, I never attempted to abuse, tjr lessen any 
one in ray life. 

Man, What ! you were afraid ? 

L. Plau. No 5 but seriously I hate to do a rude 
thing. — No, faith, I speak w«U of all mankind. 

Man. I thought so ; but know that is the worst 
sort of detraction, for it takes away .the reputation of 
the few good men in the world, by making all alike. 
—Now I speak Ul of most men, because they 4^ 
serve it. 

L. Plau. Well, tell not me, my dear friend, what 
people deserve j I, like an author in a dedication, 
jiever speak well of a jpoan for his ^ake, but my .own : 
jl will not disparage any one to disparage myself : ta 
speak ill of people behind their backs is not pretty, 
and to speak ill of them to their faces would be the 
most monstrous thing in nature. 

Man. So that if you was to say an unhandsome 
thing of any of your friends, I suppose you would 
choose to do it behind tlieir bacjks. 

L. Plau, Oh, certainly, certainly: I would do it 
behind their backs out of pure good manners. 

Man. Very well, my lord : I have not leisure at 
present to examine into the propriety of yoiu* deco- 
rums : I confess, I ana but an unpolished sea-fellow. 
But there is a favour, which if your lordship would 
grant me < 
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L- Plau. A favour, dear sir ! you make me the 
happiest man in the world ; pray let me know how I 
have it in my power to serve you. 

Man. No otherwise, my lord, than by leaving me 
a little to myself ; at present I am really quite unfit 
for company. 

L. Plau, Perhaps you have business. 

Man. If you have any, I would not detain your 
loidship. 

L. Plau, Detain nte ! dear sir, I came on purpose 
to pay my respefts to you : I heard of your arrival in 
town last night, and could not be easy. But be free 
with me : if my company is in the least disagreeable 
or inconvenient— 

Man. I have told your lordship, already, I had ra- 
ther be alone. 

L. Plau, I will lay hold then of some other oppor- 
tunity of paying my most humble respe6ls to you j-^ 
and in the mean time ■ 

Oakvm enters. 
Man: Oakum ! wait on his lordship down. 
L. Plau, Sir, I am your most obedient. 
Man, Good-bye to your lordship. 
L. Plau. Your most faithful. 
Man, Your servant, your servant. 
L. Plau, And eternally— 
Man, And eternal ceremony !— . 
L. Plau, You shall Use no ceremony, by my Kfc ! 
Man, I do not intend it. 
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L. Plau. Where are you going then ? 

Man. Zounds ! to see you out of doors, that I may 
«hut them against more welcomes. 

[Exeunt Manly and Lord Plausible. 

Oak, Well said, bully-tar! He came alongside of 
his match when he grappled with you, I can tell him 
that. Zounds, he makes no more of one of these 
fresh-water sparks, than a three*decker would of a 
bomb- boat! But he's as brave a heart as ever stept 
between stem and stern; and so's a sign, by his 
•inking our fine vessel the other day, rather than let 
her fall into the hands of the rascally French, when 
he found three or four of their piccaroons at once were 
too many for us. Let me see — 'Tis just six weeks 
since we sailed out of Portsmouth harbour, and we 
had scarce been a month on our cruize before we fell 
in with the enemy's squadron — Ah ! we have made a 
base, broken, short voyage of it — Howsomever, he 
soon expe6ls to be put into commission again, and I 
would go with him about the round world, if so be it 
was his destination 5 for thof he's as crusty as any 
one sometimes, and will be obeyed, there '« never a 
captain in the navy that 's a truer friend to a seaman 
—Avast, though ! He steers this way, in company 
of our merry lieutemant : 't is foul weather, I doubt; 
I 'U loof up, and get to windward of him, IRetira. 

Manly ^ff^ Freeman enter, 
Fre, But how the devil could you turn a man of his 
quality down stairs ? You use a lord with very little 
ceremony, it seems. 



Digitized by 



A& 1* THE PLAIN DEALER. 9 

Man, A lord t What, you arc one of those who es- 
teem men only by the value and marks which fortune 
has set upon them, and never consider intrinsic worth! 
but counterfeit honours will not be current with me ; 
I weigh the man, not his title : it is not the king's in- 
scription can make the metal better or heavier. Your 
lord is a leaden shilling, which you bend every way, 
and debases the stamp he bears, instead of being raised 
by it— and you, rascal, block-head I didn't I order 
you to deny me to every body ? 

Oak. Yes, your honoui ; and so I would, but I 
was just stepped into the back-parlour to play a game 
at all-fours with our landlady's daughter 5 and, while 
we were wrangling about the cards, the little boy let 
the gentleman up unknown to us. 

Man. Well, be more careful for the future : stand 
at the stair foot, and, at your peril, keep all that ask 
for me from coming up. 

Oak, Must no one come up to you, sirt 

Man, No man, sir. 

Oak, A woman, an't like your honour ? 

Man, No woman, neither, you impertinent rascal. 

dak. Indeed, your honour, if will be hard for me 
lo deny a woman any thing, sin^e we are so newly 
come on shore : but I '11 let no old woman come up to 
you* 

Man, Would you be witty ? — ^Ypu become a jest at 
ill as you do a horse.— Begone. lExit Oakum. 

Fre, Nay, let the poor rogue have his forecastle jests ! 
a «ailor cannot help them in a storm, scarce when a 
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ship 's sinking — But what, will you see nobody : not 
your friends ? 

Man. Friends 1 I have only one friend, and he I 
hear is not in town : nay, can have only one ; for a 
true heart admits but of one friendship, as of one 
love 5 but in having that friend I have a thousand j 
for he has the courage of m*!n in despair, yet the cau- 
tion and diffidence of cowards ; secrecy of the revenge- 
ful, and the constancy of martyrs j one fit to advise, 
to keep a secret, to fight, to die for his friend — ^But 
words are but weak testimonies of his merit, and my 
esteem : I have trusted him in my absence with the ' 
care of the woman I love ; which is a charge of so 
tender, so delicate a nature 

Fre. Well, but all your good thoughts are not for 
him alone, I hope 1 Fray, what do you think of me for 
a friend ? 

Man, Of you ! Why, you are a latitudinarian in 
friendship ; that is, no friend ; you will side with all 
mankind, but suffer for none ; you are, indeed, like 
your Lord Plausible, the pink of courtesy, and there, 
fore have no friendship. 

Fre, No ! that 's very odd do£lrIne, indeed. 

Man, Look you, I am so much your friend that I 
would not deceive you j and therefore must tell you, 
not only because my heart is taken up, but according 
to your rules of friendship, I cannot be your friend. 

Fre. Why, pray ? 

Man. Because you will say he that is a true friend 
to a man is a friend to all his friends ; but you must 
excuse njc J I cannot wish well to a pack of coxcombs^ 
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sharpers, and scoundrels, whom I have seen you 
treat, I know not how often, as the dearest friends in 
the world. 

• fre. What, I suppose you have observed me in the 
park, and at the coffee-house, doing the business of 
the several places ! But could you really think 1 was a 
friend to all those I bowed to, shook hands with, and 
received in open arms ? 

Man, You told them you were \ nay, and swore it 
too ; I heard you. 

fre. Ay, but, when their backs were turned, did 
not I tell you the greater part of them were wretched, 
infamous fellows, whom I despised and hated ? 

Man, VzTj true 5 but what right had I to believe 
you spoke your heart to me, who professed deceiving 
so many ? 

Tre. Nay, if you are such a precise adherer to mat- 
ter of faft, it is in vain to argue with you $ yet surely 
you would not have every man wear his opinion upon 
his sleeve, and find fault and quarrel with all that he 
cannot in his conscience approve. 

Man, I would have every man speak truth, and 
neither a6l the part t>f a sycophant or a coward. 

tre. Yet, pray, sir, believe the friendship I offer 
you real, whatever I have professed to otliers. Try 
me at least. 

Man. Why, what would you do for me ? However, 
spare yourself the trouble of professing j for, go as 
for as you will — here comes one will say as much at 
ieast— 
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Fidelia eaters. 
Do n*t you love me dev'lishly, too, my little volunteer?^ 
well as he or any man can ? 

fi^e. Better than any man can Ipve you, my dear 
captain : as well as you do truth and honour, sir : as 
well 

Man, Nay, good young gentleman, enough for 
shame ! Sure you forget that I am an unsuccessful 
man ; that I have met with nothing abroad but losses 
and disappointments ^ and am like to find nothing at 
home but frowns and vexation ! Why do you follow 
me then, flatter my vanity now since, so far froni 
being able to befriend you, I stand in need of a patroa 
myself? 

Fide, I never followed reward or preferment, sir, 
but you alone j and, were you this instant to embark 
on ^the most hazardous expedition, I would cheer- 
fully risk my life for the bare pleasure of serving with 
you. 

Man. Nay, hold there, sir j did not I sec you, 4ur* 
ing the engagement, more afraid i ■ t 

Fide, Yet do me justice, sir : when we took to our 
long-boat, on your giving orders to sink the ship, di4 
1 shew any signs of dread or weariness ; though the 
waves broke over us on every side, ai^d the night was 
so dark ? 

Man, Ay, ay, you were in haste to get to land j the 
apprehension of death made you insensible of dapgcr| 
gnd so you were valiant o\\t of fear. 
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Fule. WeU, sir, 't is in vain foj me to avow my 
sentiments, since you are determined not to believe 
me ; but one day or other, perhap s , 

Fre. Poor lad ! you bring tears into his eyes : con- 
sider his youth and inexperience, and make some al* 
lowances. 

Man, What, does he cry ? — No more, you milk, 
sop ! Dry your eyes : I will never make you afraid 
again j for of all men, if I had occasion, you should 
not be ray second j and when I return to sea-— 

Fide. You will not leave me behind ! 

Man. Leave you behind I Ay, ay j you are a hope- 
ful youth for the shore only j you have a smock-face, 
and an ofHcious readiness about you : you may get 
yourself recommended to some great man, by flatter- 
ing his valet-de-chambre, or, who knows, some li- 
quorish old woman, or wanton young one, may take 
a fancy to you, allow you a conditional annuity, and 
make your fortime that way. 

FUe. Sure, sir, you are industrious to find your- 
self reasons for an aversion to me ; do you think then 
I am capable of being the despicable wretch you des- 
scribe ? 

Man. Why, do n*i: I know you to be a coward, sir j, 
a wretch capable of any thing ? 

FUe. Yet, consider, sir 5 do not turn me off to beg- 
gary and ruin : when I came to you, I told you I was 
helpless and friendless. 

Man, Veiy well, sir — I will provide you with half 
a score friends^ which will help you a little — in the 
B iij 
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mea^i time be gone 5 go ! you will fare better in any 
place than with me. 

f ide, I can fare well no where, lost as I am $ I pur- 
sue happiness, but at every turn I meet complicate4 
misery. lAjide,] lExit^ 

Oakum efrterf. 

Oak, There 's a woman below, an please your ho* 
nour> who scolds and bustles to come up, as much 
a seaman's widow at the Navy-olficp j she says her 
name's Blackacre. 

Man. That fiend I 

Fre, The widow Blackacre, that litigious she-pet-* 
tifoggcr, who is at law and difterence with all the 
world ! 1 wish I could make her agree with me in 4 
church. She hath three thousand pounds a year join- 
ture, and the care of her son— that is, the destru^ioa 
of his estate ! 

Man, The lawyers, attornies, and solicitors, have 
three thousand pounds a year, while she is content to 
be poor to make other people so j for she is as vexa« 
tjous as her father was, the great Norfolk attorney— 

Fre, Ay, tlie devil take him! I am four hundred 
pounds a year out of pocket by his knavish pra6^ices 
on an old aunt of mine j though indeed there was sus- 
picion of a false deed of conveyance 5 I once had a de* 
sign of suing the widow upon it, and something I will 
now think of seriously — but, hang her! she won't 
juttend to know me I 

Man. Go to her, can't you ? Wheti «he*8 in towa 
a 
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she lodges in one of the inns of court, where she breeds 
her son, ^nd is herself his tutoress in law-French : but 
bid her come up j she is Olivia^s relation, and may 
make me amends for her visit, by giving me some ac- 
count of her. 

Mrs. Blackacre Jerry enter, 
Mrs. Black, I never had so much trouble with a 
judge's door-keeper, as with your's: you should 
consider, Captain Manly, this is tenn time, and folks 
have something else to do, besides waiting for admit- 
tance to people they have business with. 

Man, Well, well, a truce with your exclamations, 
and tell me something about your cousin. How d.pcs 
Olivia ? 

Mrs. Black, Jerry,'give me the subpoena. — It was 
by mere chance I heard of your being in town, and 
you are my chief witness ; you can't imagine how my 
cause — ^ 

Man, Damn your cause ! when did you see Olivia ? 

Mrs. Black, I am no visitor, captain, but a woman 
of business : or, if ever I visit, *t is only the Chan- 
cery-lane ladies towards the law j and none of your 
lazy, good for nothing, fashionable gill-flirts. — Many 
a fine estate has been lost in families for want of a not- 
able stirring woman, to rumage among the writings : 
but come, sir, we have no time to lose, and since you 
won't listen to me, I desire you may hear my son a 
little i let him put our case to you j for, if the trial 
comes on to-day, it will not be amiss to have your me- 
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inory refreshed, and your judgment informed, lest 
you should give your evidence improperly. — ^Jerry ! 

Jer, What 's the matter with you now ? 

Mrs* Black, Come, child, put our case to Captaiit 
Manl) —Nay, do n't hold down your head and look 
like a fool j for you can do it very well if you please. 

Jef, I wish I may be hanged if I ever knew such a 
vvoman as you are in my life 1 I wonder you are not 
ashamed to make one an antic before strangers this 
way ! 

Mrs. Hack* Jerry, Jerry ! do n't be perverse, but 
lay down the bags, and speak out like a good child, 
when I bid you. — Lord, sir, it would do you good to 
hear him sometimes. — Why don't you begin ? 

Jer, Psha! you are always in such a hurry, thcre'i 
no such thing as doing nothing for you.— What case 
, must I put ? 

Mrs. Black, Our case that comes on to-day in the 
Common Pleas ; you know well enough, but you will 
be stubborn ! Pray, captain, maik him. 

Jer, Hem! hem !— John a Stiles— ^ — 

Man, You may talk, young lawyer, and put her 
case, if you think proper j but I shall no more mind 
you than I would your mother, if I was in your case, 
when she bid me do any thing to make a fool of my- 
lelf. 

Jer, Look you there now, I told you so. 

Mrs. Black. Never mind him, Jerry, he only iay» 
that to dash you : go on ! Bless my soul, I could heir 
our Jerry put cases all day ! 
I 
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Jer, John a Stiles — no— there are first, Fitz, Perc, 
and Ayle j no, no, Ayle, Pere, and Fitz — Ayle is 
seized in fee of Blackacre ; John a Stiles disseizes the 
Ayle ; Ayle makes claim, and the dissessors die-— 
Then the Ayle — no the Fitz 

Mrs. Black. No, the Pere, sirrah t 

Jer, Oh, the Pere — ay, the Pere, sir, and the Fitz 
—No, the Ayle — No, the Pere and the Fitz. 

Man, Damn Pere, Ayle, and Fitz, sir I 

Mrs. Black. No, you are out, child. Take notice 
of me, captain — There are Ayle, Pere, and Fitz 
Ayle is seized in fee of Blackacre j and being so seiz- 
ed, John a Stiles disseizes the Ayle s Ayle makes 
claim, and the disseizor dies } then the Pere enters.— 
The Pere, sirrali, the Pere ! — And the Fitz enters 
upon the Pere , and the Ayle brings his writ of dissei- 
zen in the Post, and the Pere brings his writ of dis- 
seizen in the Pere, and— 

Man, ^Sdeath, Freeman, can you listen to this 
stuff? 

Mrs. Black. Hold, sir! I must serve you j [Gives a 
taper ^ <which he throws aivay,] you are required, sir, 
by this to give your testimony— 

Man. I '11 be forsworn, to be revenged of you. 

[Exit. 

Mrs. Black. Get you gone for an unmannerly fel- 
\ovf I But the service is good in law, so he must at- 
tend it at his peril. Come, Jerry, I had almost forgot 
yvt are to meet at the master's before eleven. Let us 
p:und our business §,till, child. 
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Jer. Well, and who binders you ? 

Fre, Nay, madam, how I would beg you to hear rae 
a little — little of my business. 

Mrs. Black, I have business of my own, sir, calh 
me away. 

Fre. My business would prove your's too, madam. 

Mrs. Black. What, *t is Jio Westminster-hall busi- 
ness ! would you have my advice ? 

Fre, No, faith; 'tis a little Westminster Abbey 
business : I would have your consent. 

Mrs. Black, Fye, fye ! tome such language, sir! 
and in the presence of my dear minor here. 

yer. Ay, ay, mother, he would be taking livery 
and seizen of your jointure, by digging the turf ; but 
I '11 watch his waters, and so you may tell him. Come 
along. [Exeunt Jerry and Widow, 

Fidelia enters. 
Fide. Dear Mr. Freeman, speak to the captain for 
me. 

Fre. Where is he? 
Fide, Within, sir. 

Fre. Sighing and meditating, I suppose, on his dar- 
ling mistiess. He would never trust mc to sec her— 
id she handsome ? 

Fide. I am not a proper judge. 

Fre. What is she I 

Fide. A gentlewoman, I believe ; but of as mean 
fortune as beauty. You know, sir, the captain made 
early choice of a sea life, to which the particularity of 
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his disposition afterwards attached him. But some 
time since he determined to quit the navy 5 and, hav- 
ing conceived a violent passion for this lady, wai 
about to marry and retire with her into the country. 

Fre, And what prevented him ? 

Fide, The offer of a ship to go against the enemies 
of his country : however, when he came home again 
the treaty was to be concluded ; and, in the mean 
time, he left his intended wife ten or twelve thousand 
pounds, lest any thing should happen to him whilst 
he was abroad. 

Fre. He has left her in the care of some friend, has 
he not ? Pray do you know any thing of him ? 

Fide, Nothing further than that his name 's Varnish, 
and he *s a man in whom the captain puts the greatest 
confidence. 

Fre, But if this Olivia be not handsome, what the 
devil can he see in her ? 

Fide, He imagines her, I suppose, the only woman 
of truth and sincerity in the world. 

Fre. No common beauties, I must confes s 

Fide, But methinks he should have had more than 
common proofs of them, before he trusted the bulk of 
his fortune in her hands. 

Fre. Why, did he leave the sum you mention ac- 
tuaUy in her custody ? 

Fide, So I am told. 

Fre. Then he shewed love to her,' indeed But 

rlr go plead with him for you, and learn something 
' more of this wonderful fair o^e. l£xii» ' 
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Fide, Was ever wonlan in so strange, so cruel a si- 
tuation ? As long as t have worn this disguise, 1 can- 
not look at myself without astonishment j but when I 
consider that I have run such lengths for a man who 
knows not that I love him, and if he did know it, 
would certainly rejeft my passion, I am startled in- 
deed. At the time I formed the bold resolution of go- 
ing with him to sea, I was sensible his aftedlions were 
engaged to another : Why then did I embark in so 
rash an adventure ? because I loved j and love is apt 
to buoy itself up with false hopes ; he left the objed 
of his desires behind : he took me with him ; and 
from that favourable circumstance, I suffered myself 
to be cheated with a thousand fond imaginations.— 
Here he comes, and I must avoid him. Oh, fortune, 
fortune ! I have been indiscreet 5 yet surely I may be 
punished for my indiscretion with too great severity. 

[£;«/. 

Manly enterSi in pis uniform, follonvedby Freeman. 

Man. ^Sdeath ! *t is past eleven o'clock, and I should 
have been abroad before nine ! But this comes of 
being pestered with a pack of impertinent visitors.— 
Well, I am going out, and shall not return all day. 

Fre, What, I suppose you are going to pay your 
devoirs to some great man now ? 

Man. And why should you suppose that ? 

Fre. Nay, faith, only because I think 't is what you 
ought to do 5 and I know 't is what those sort of pco^ 
pie expert. 
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Man, Well, but if they expert it from mc they shall 
be disappointed \ I have done nothing to be afraid of, 
^ that I need solicit their interest by way of a screen ) 
and I leave those to dance attendance who are more 
supple, and can play the Parasite better. If they 
want, let them come to mc— No, I am going at pre- 
sent where I dare swear I shall be a welcome guest | 
and where I ought to have gone last night, indeed j— 
but I came to town too late for her regular hours. 

Fre, Oh ! I guess where you mean 5 to tb^ lady I 
have so often heard you- talk of. Methinks I would 
give a good deal to see this phenomenon. She must 
needs be mistress of very extraordinary charms to en- 
gage a person of your difficult disposition. 

Man, The charms of her person, though in them 
she excels most of her sex, are her meanest beauties ; 
her tongue, no more than her face, ever knew artifice t 
she is all sincerity $ and hates the creeping, canting, 
hypocritical tribe, as I do j for which I love her, and 
I am sure she hates not me j for as an instance of her 
inviolable attachment, when I was going to sea, and 
slie found it impracticable to accompany me, she in- 
sisted upon my suffering her to swear, that, in my ab- 
sence, she would not listen to the addresses of any 
other man; which oath 

Fre, You thought she would keep ! 

Man, Yes, for I tell you she is not like the rest of 
her sex, but can keep her promise though she has. 
sworn it. 

Fre. Ha, ha, ha! 

C 
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Matt. You doubt it then I Well, I shall be at her 
house in an hour 5 come to me there 5 the volunteer 
will shewr you the way; and we'll try how long your 
infidelity will be able to resist convi6tion. {Exeunt, 



ACT II. SCENE 1. 



J Dresslng^Koom* Olivia, Eliza, ^^/Lettice 
efUer, 

Oli'uia, 

Oh ! horrid, abominable • Peace, cousin Eliza, or 
your discourse will be my aversion — Bat you caniu)t 
be in earnest, sune, when you say you like the filthy 
world ! 

Eliz. You cannot be in earnest, sure, when you 
say you dislike it ! Come, come, Cousin Olivia, I will 
never believe that a place which has such a variety of 
charms for other women should have none for you I — 
Pray, what do you think of dressing and fine clothes ? 

OH. Dressing ! it is of all things my aversion : I 
hate dressing ; and I dedare solemnly — Mercy on us ! 

Coine hittier, you dowdy ^Heavens ! what a figure 

you have made of my head to-day! — Oh, hideous! I 
can't bear it ! Did you ever see any thing so frightful ? 

Eliz. Well enough, cousin, if dressing be your 
aversion. - 

0/i. It is so 5 and for variety of rich clothes, tbcy 
jure more my aversion. 
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Lett. Tbat^s because you wear tbem too long, 
madam. 

0/r. Insatiable creature 1 I take my death I have not 
wore this gown above three times $ and I have made 
up six or seven more within these two months. 

Elix. Then your aversion to them is not altogether 
so great. 

OIL Alas! cousin, it is for my woman I wear 
them. 

Elite. But what do you think of visits— balls ? 
Oli. Oh ! I detest them 1 
• Eli%. Of plays ? 

OIL I abominate them — Filthy, obscene, hideout 
things ! 

ERx. What say you to the opera in winter, and 
Ranelagh and Vauxhall in summer F-— or, if these want 
attractions to engage you, what say you to the court } 

OH, The court, cousin ! the court !— ^y aversion ! 
my aversion of all aversions 1 

Eliz. Well, but pr'ythee— — 

Oli, Nay, do n*t attempt to defend tJie court 5 for, 
if you do, you will make me rail against it. 

Eliz. To come nearer the point then— pray what 
think you of a rich young husband ? 
. OIL Oh, rueful ! — ^Marriage ! — What a pleasure 
you have found out ! — I nauseate the very thoughts 
on 't. 

Lett. Mayhap, ma'am, my lady would ratlier like a 
generous, handsome, young lover I 
Oli. What do you mean, Mrs. Impertinence, by 
C ij 
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talldng such 8t«itF in my hearivig ? A handsome young 
lover ! A lover, indeed ! I hate men of all things 5 
und I declare 8olefiiiily» I would not let one into my 
doors. 

A Footlx^ enters* 

Bey. Madam, here *s the gentleman to wait on you. 

OU. On me, you little blockhead 1 Doyoiiknow 
what you say ? 

Boy. Yes, ma*am, His the gentleman that comes 
every day to you. 

on. Hold your tongue, you little hec;dless animal, 
and get out of the room. This country boy, cousin, 
takes my music-master, mercer, and spruce milliner, 
for visitors. [Novel speaks nvitbig, 

Lett, No, madam, 'tis Mr. Novel, I am sure, by 
bis talking so loud ; I know his voice too, madam. 

on. You khow nothing, you stupid creature I You 
would make my cousin believe I receive visits. How- 
ever, if it be your Mr.— 

Lett, Mr. Novel, madam ■ ■ 

on. Peace, will you I I *11 hear no more of him— 
But, if it be your Mr. — I cannot think of his name 
again— I suppose he followed my cousin hither. 

Eliz, No, cousin, I will not rob you of the honour 
of the visit : it is to you, cousin, for I know him not. 

OH. Nor 1 neither, upon my honour, cousin ! Be- 
sides, have not I told you that visits, and the business 
of visits, flattery and deti*a6tion, are my aversion?— 
t)o you then think I would admit such a coxcomb as 
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he i the scandal-earner of the whole town ! more int» 
pudently scurrilous thaa ^ party libeller, who abuses 
e^ry person and every things and piques himself upon 
his talents for ridicule I 

Eliz. I find you do know him> cousin $ at leadt ba^ 
heard of him^ 

O'i. Yes, now I remember, I bSivc heard of him. 

£liz. Well, but if he is such a dangerous coxcomb* 
for Heaven's sake let him not come up ! tell him, Mrs. 
Lettice, your lady is not at liome. 

0/i. No, Lettice, tell him my cousin is here, and 
that he may come up : for, notwithstanding I detest 
the sight of him, you may like his conversation ; and 
I will not be rude to you in my own hoUse* Since 
he has followed you hither, let him come up, I say. 

Eliz, Very fine ! Let him go and be hang*d, I say, 
for me ! I know him not, nor desire it. Send him away, 
Mrs. Lettice I lExit Lettice. 

OH, Upon my word, she shall not ; I must disobey 
.your commands, to comply with your desires. Mr. 
Novel 1 — Mr. Novel I 

Novel enttrs* 
Hov, I beg ten tlvjusand pardons, madam! per- 
haps you are busy 5 I did not know you had company. 
Eliz, Yet he comts to me, cousin. 
OIL Chairs there!— Pray, sir> be seated. 
Nov. I should have waited on you 3resterday* even- 
ing, according to appo'ntmeht j but I dined at a place 
where there is always such a profusion of good cheer, 
C iij 
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4md 90 hearty a welcome, that one can never get away, 

•while one has either appetite or patience left You 

know that surfeiting piece of hospitality. Lady Au- 
tumn ? Ha, ha> ha ! the nauseous old fury at the up- 
per «wl of her tabic— 

OH, Revives the ancient Grecian custom of serv- 
ings up a death*8 head with their banqueul Oh, gad} 
.1 detest her hollow cherry cheeks 1 She looks like an 
old coach new painted, aiFe6Hng an unseemly smug- 
ness, while she is ready to drop in pieces. 

Ifoof. Excellent and admirable simile, upon my 
toul 1 But do, madam, give me leave to paint her out 
to you a little, because I am intimately acquainted 
with the family.^ You must know she is horridly 
angry if I do n't dine at her house three time a week. 

Oli> Nay, for that matter, any one if welcome to 
partake of her vidluals who will be content to listen 
.to her stories of herself when she was a young woman, 
and used to go with her fat Flanders mares, in her 
father's great gilt chariot, to take the air in Hyde Park. 
—Oh, cousin ! I must tell you 

Nov. What, madam I I thought I was going to tell 
^ the lady J but perhaps you think nobody has wit 
enough to draw characters but yourself, in which case 
I have done. 

0/i. Nay, I swear, you shall tell us who yoM had 
there at dinner. 

, ffov, .With all my heart, madam, if you will con- 
descend to listen to me. 
OU. Most patiently, sir s pray speak* 
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Nov. In the first place, then, we had her daughter, 
whom I suppose you have seen, 

OH, Seen! oh, I see her now! the very disgrace 
to good dothes, which she always wears to heighten her 
deformity, not mend it ; for she is still most spendidly 
gallantly ugly! and looks like an ill piece of daubing 
in a rich frame. 

^w. Very well, madam ! Have you done with herf 
And can you spare her a little to me ? • 

0/r. If you please, rir. 

Aiw. In my opinion she is like 

OIL She is, you Would observe, like a great city 
bridfe; the greater fortune, but not the greater beauty, 
for her dress. 

Aiw. Yet, have you done, madam ? 

Oli. Pray, sir, proceed. 

No<v, Then she- 
OA*. I was just going to say so—she— 

I find, cousin, one may have a colleftion of 
all one's acquaintance's piihires> at your house, as 
well as at Sir Joshua Reynolds's, with this difference 
only, that his are handsome likenesses : to say the 
truth, you art the first of the profession of portrait 
painters I ever knew without flattery, 

Oli, I draw from the life, cousin j paint every one 
in their proper colours. 

EU%, Oh ! cousin, I perceive you hate detraftion! 

O//'; But, Nir. Novel, who had you besides at dinner? 

I^CFV, Ladies, I wish you a good morning I 

0U% *Pshal how can you be so provoking? Nay, I 

X 
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take my death you shall not go till you tell us the rest 
of the company ! IStopping Novel, 'who rises.'] Come, 
)5it down again : I long to hear who your men were } 
for I am sure I am acquainted with some of them. 

No*u. We had no men there at all, madam. 

Oli, Whatl was not Sir Marmaduke Gimcrack with 
you ?— I '11 lay fifty pounds on 't ! for I know he ii 
courting one of her ladyship's crooked nieces. 

No<v. Pray, ma'am, let me go. 

Oli. Nay, I know another of your company, I hold 
you a w^er of it, — Come, my Lord Plausible dined 
with you too, who is, cousin 

Eliz. You need not tell me what he is, cousin j for 
1 know him to be a civil good-natured gentleman j 
who talks well of all the world, and is never out of 
humour. 

Oli. Hold, cousin ! I hate detraftion : but I must 
tell you he is a tiresome, insipid coxcomb j without 
cither sense to see faults, or wit to expose them j in 
fine, he is of all things my aversion, and I never ad- 
mit his visits beyond my hall. 

No'v. No ! he visit you ; damn him I he 's never ad- 
mitted to any one but worn-out dowagers, and sjiper- 
annuated maidens, who want to be fiattered into con- 
ceit with themselves j he has often strove to scrape 
acquaintance with me, but I always took care 

Lord Plausible enters. 
Hah ! my dear, my dear lord ! let me embrace you. 
Slim. Well, this is pleasant I 
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L. Plan, Your most faithful, humble servant, ge- 
nerous Mr. Novel ; and, madam, I am your eternal 
slave, and kiss your fair hands, which I had done 
sooner, according to your orders-— 

Oli. No excuses, my lord, I know you must di- 
vide yourself ; your company is too general a good 
to be engrossed by any particular friend. 

Eli%. You hate, flattery, cousin I 

L. Plau, Oh lord, madam, my company! your 
most obliged, faithful humble servant I — ^But I might 
have brought you good company indeed ; for I parted 
Just now at your door with two of the most sensible^ 
worthy men. 

Oli. Who were they, my lord ? 

Nov. Who do you call the most sensible, worthy 
men ? 

X. Tlau, Oh, sir, two of the brightest charafters of 
the present age ; men of such honour and virtue. 
Perhaps you may know them — Count Levant, and 
Sir Richard Court-Title. 

JVw. Court-Title! Ha! ha I ha! 

Olu And Count Levant ! How can you keep sucfa 
a wretch company, my lord ? 

L. Plau, Oh, seriously, madam, you arc too severe: 
he is highly carest by every body, 

OH. Carest, my lord ! why he was never three times 
in any company in his life, without being twice kick* 
cd out of it. 

Nov. And -for Sir Richard !— 

L. Plau. He is nice in his connedlions, and loves 
to choose those he converses with. 
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OH, He loves a lord indee d 

No<u, Or any thing with a titl e 

OH. Though he borrows his money, and never payt 
him again. Nay, he carries his passion for quality so 
for, that they say the creature has an intrigue among 
them I and half starves his poor wife and family, by 
keeping up a correspondence with that overgrown 
piece of right honourable filthiness, Lady Bab 
Clumsey. 

L. Plau, Oh, madam, he frequents her house be- 
cause it is the tabernacle-gallant, the meeting-house 
for all the fine ladies and people of fashion about town* 

Nov. Mighty fine ladies ! There is first— 

OH, Her honour, as fat as a hostess ! 

L. Plau. She is somewhat plump, indeed ! a wo- 
man of a noble and majestic presence. 
• Nov. Then there's Miss what d* ye call her.— * 

OH. As sluttish and slatternly as an Irishwoman 
bred in France. 

L. Plau. She has a prodigious fund of wit; and 
the handsomest heel, elbow, and tip of an ear, you 
ever saw. 

Nov. Heel and elbow ! Ha, ha, ha, ha I 
EHz. I find you see all faults with lover's eyes, my 
lord! 

L: Plau. Oh, madam, your most obliged, faithful, 
very humble servant to command ! 

Nov. Pray, my lord, arc you acquainted with Lady 
Sarah Dawdle ? 
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L. Plau, Yes, sure, sir, very well, and extremely 
proud I am of the great honour ; for she is a person 
whose wit, beauty, and condu6^, nobody can call in • 
question. 
^ on. No! 

Nov. No ! — Pray, madam, let me speak. 

Oti. In the first place, can any one be called hand- 
some that squints ? 

L. Plau. Her eyes languish a little, I own, 

No*u. Languish ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

on. Languish I 

EHz. Well, this is to be borne no longer : cousin, 
I have some visits to make this morning, and will take 
my leave. 

on. You will not, sure ; nay, you shall not venture 
my reputation, by leaving me with two men here.— ^ 

You '11 disoblige me for ever 

If I stay 1 — Your servant, lExitm 

Manly and Footboy, speakhig ^within. 

Man, Not at home ? Not see me ! I tell you she is 
at home, and she will see me— Let her know my name 
is Manly, 

Boy, Well, but your honour, my lady's sick, I dare 
not go to her. 

Man, Well, tlien I '11 go to her. 

Boy, Help, Mrs. Lettice 1 — Help I — ^Here's the sea- 
gentleman. 

on. What noise is that ? 
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Manlv enters. 

Man. My Olivia ! 'Sdeath, what do I see ? In dose 
conversation with these ! 

Oli. Hah, Manly ! this is somewhat uncxpefted : 
however, I am prepared for him, [Aside. 

L. Flau. Most noble and heroic captain, your most 
obliged, faithful, very humble— 

Npv. Captain Manly, your servant. 

Man. Away!— Madam— 

OIL Sir! 

Man. It seems, madam, as if I was an unwelcome 
guest here : your footboy would hardly allow me ad- 
mittance j at first he told me you were not at hon^. 
Indeed I did not expert to find you in such good 
f;ompany* 

OH, I suppose, sir, my servant had orders for what 
he did. 

L. Plau. Perhaps, madam, Mr. Novel and I in- 
commode you 5 the captain and you may have some- 
thing to say, so we '11 retire. 

OIL Upon my honour, my lord, you sha' n^t stir ; 
the captain and I have nothing to say to one another, 
assure yourself, nor ever shall: 'tis only one of his 
mad freaks, for which you will make allowances $ salt- 
water lovers, you know, will be boisterous now and 
then. 

Man, Confusion 1 

No<v. We shall have a quarrel here (uvsently : I tct 
she '8 going to use him damnably. 
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Man, What ain I to think of this behaviour, ma* 
dam ? 

Oli, Even what you please, good captain ? 
Man, And is this the reception I meet with after an 
absence— 

0/f. And is this behaving like a gentleman, to 
force into a lady's apartment contrary to her inclina- 
tions ? I suppose it is Wapping breeding : however, 
you are fitted for your ill manners. 

Man. I am fitted for believing you could not be 
fickle, though you were young ; could not dissemble 
love, though it was for your interest ; nor be vain, 
though you were handsome j nor break your promise, 
though to a parting lover. But I take not your con- - 
tempt of me worse than your keeping company with 
and encouraging these things here. 

No^. Things! 

Flau. Let the captain rally a little. 

Man, Yes, things. Dare you be angry, you thing ? 

No^, No, since my lord says you speak in raillery. 

Man, And pray, madam, let me ask you, what is 
it you find about them to entertain you ? For exam- 
ple this spark here : is it the merit of his fashionable 
impudence, the briskness of his noise, the wit of his 
laugh, or his judgment and fancy in his solitaire, that 
engages your esteem ? 

N(yv, Very well, sir I Egad, these captains of ships— 

Man, Then, for this gentle piece of tame courtesy— 

Oil, Good, jealous captain, no more of your— — 

L. Flau, No, madam, let him go on ; for perhaps 
D 
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he may make you laugh 5 and I would contribute to 
your pleasure any way. 
Man. Obliging coxcomb ! 

OH. No, noble captain, you cannot think any thing 
would tempt me more than that heroic title of yours, 
, captain ! for jrou know we women love honour inor- 
dinately. 

No<v. Ha, ha, ha ! I cannot hold 5 I must laugh at 
you, faith, Mr. Manly ! 

L. Plau, And i' faith, dear captain, I beg your par- 
don, and leave to laugh at you too ; though I protest 
I mean you no hurt— 

Man, Peace, you buffoons ! And be not you vain, 
that these laugh on your side j for they will laugh at 
their own dull jests j but no more of them s fori will 
only now suffer this lady to be witty. 

OIL You would not have your panegyric interrupt- 
ed ! I go on then to your honour. Is there any thing 
more agreeable than the pretty oddity of that ? Then 
the greatness of your courage ! which most of all ap- 
pears in your spirit of contradiftion : for you dare 
give all mankind the lie j and your opinion is your 
only mistress, for you renounce that too, when it be- 
come another man's. 

L. Plau. Ha, ha, ha ! 

No'v, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Man, Why, you impudent pitiful wretches ! You 
presume, sure, upon your effeminacy, to urge me; for 
you are all things so like women, it might be thought 
cowardice to chastise you. 
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, Oli. No he6bring> good captain I 

Man. Or perhaps you think this lady^s presence 
secures you ; but have a care, she hath tsdked herself 
out of all the respect I had for her ; and, by using me 
ill before you, hath given me a privilege of using you 
so before me— Therefore begone inunediately. 

Nov. Begone ! What ! 

L. Plau, Nay, worthy, noble, generous captain! 
Man. Begone, I say 1 . 

Nov, Well, madam, we'll step into the next room; 
- you will not stay Jong with him I suppose. Fal, lal I 
\^Exeunt Lord Plausible and NoveU 
OU. Turn hither your rage, good captain Swagger- 
huff I and be saucy with your mistress, like a true 
captain ; but be civil to your rivals and betters j and 
ilo not threaten any thing but me here j no, not so 
much as my windows : do not think yourself in the 
lodgings of one of your suburb mistresses beyond the 
tower. . 

Man. Do not you give me the cause to think so ! 
For those less infamous women part vrith their lovers^ 
just as you did from me, with unforced vows of con- 
stancy, and floods of willing tears; but the same 
winds bear away their lovers and their vows 5 and 
for their griefs, if the credulous^ unexpeded fools 
return, they find new comforters, such as I found 
here ; the mercenary love of these women, too, suffer 
shipwreck with their lover's fortune : you have heard 
chance has used me indifferently, and you do so too. 
Well, persevere in your ingratitude, falsehood, and dis- 
D ij 
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dain i be -constant in soi^etbii^ ; a^d I f^hnnise to 
be as just to your rfeal storn as I Was to ydtii" feigned 
love J and henceforward dfespiise, loathe and dfete$b 
you most faithfully. 
Oli. I '11 wait upon you again in a minute. lExit. 

Fidelia and Freeman emtr. 
Fre, How now, captain ! 

M^^n, Pray keep out of my way ; don^t ^peakto 
me. 

Fldt. dear sir, what's the matter ? 

Man, Blockhead !-^h, Freeman ! I have been so 
cheated, so abused, by this perfidiou s 

Fr^, Nay, sir, you need not tell us, for we have 
been for some time within hearing in the next roOnu 
but now^ I hope, you will a^ as becomes you. 

Man. I hope so too, 

Fide, Do you but hope it, sir ? 

Man. She has restored my reason with my heart. 

Pre. Btit there are other things, captain, which^ 
hext to a man's heart, he would not part with, and 
methinks she ought to restofe too ; I mean your mo- 
ney and jewels, sir j which I understand sbe has. 

Man. What's that to you, sir ? 

Fre. Pardon me 5 whatever belongs to you, I have 
a shai-e In, I am sure, which I will not lose for want 
of asking ; though you may be too generous, or too 
angry now to do it yourself, 

Fide. Nay, then I '11 make bold too— 

Man. Hold, you impertinent, oiEcious--JIow hav^ 
J been deceived I 
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OnviA enters, 

Fre. Madam, excuse this liberty— but we are cap- 
tain Manly 's friends> and have accidentally been wit- 
nesses to your disagreement* 

OH, And what ani I to infer from thence, sir ? 

Fre, Why then, madam, there are certain appurte- ^ 
nances to a lover's heart, called jewels, which always 
go along with it. 

Fide, And with lovers, madam> have no value, but 
from the heart they come with — Our captain's, it seems* 
you scorn to keep, much more those worthless things 
without it, I am confident, 

OH, I understand you, gentlemen. Captain, your 
young friend here has a very persuading face, I must 
confess 5 but you might have asked me yourself for 
those trifles you left with me, which — Hark you a 
little— for I dare trust you with a secret, you are a 
man of so much honour I am sure — I say then, con- 
sidering the chance of wai', the danger of the seas,^ 
and being in doubt whether you might ever return 
again, I have delivered your jewels and money to— ^ 

Man, Whom? 
- OH. My husband. 

Man, Your husband ! 

OH, Ay, my husband. For, since you could leave 
me, I am lately and privately married to one, who is a 
man of so much honour and experience, that I dare not 
ask him for your things again to restore them to you, lest 
he should conclude you never would have parted witji 
P iij 
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them to mc on any other score than the exchange of i 
my virtue j which, rather than you would bring into 
•uspicion— — 

Mam. Triumphant impudence 1— Married ! 

OH. There 's no resisting one's destiny, or love, 
you know. 

Man, Damnation! 

Oii. Oh, do n't swear ! 'T is true, my husband is 
now absent in the country; however, he return* 
shortly 5 therefore I beg, for your own ease and quiet, 
and my reputation, you will never see me more. 

Man, I wish I never had seen you ! 

OH, You may perceive by this how great a depen- 
dance I have upon your friendship : I am sensible 
every man^might not be talked to in the same manner j 
but your uncommoiAielicacy of thinking will, I am 
sure, feel for a person in my nice circumstances. 

Man, True, perfe6i: woman ! and if I could say any 
thing more injurious to you, I would — ^Leave me j gol 
•i-lest I should be tempted to do something, which 
may hereafter make me think as meanly of myself, as 
I do now of you. 

OH, Sir, it is a maxim with me never to stay in any i 
place where my company is disagreeable s I obey yon 
with all willingness — Young gentleman, your servant* 

[£xi^ Oliviiu 

Footboy intirs. 
B€y, Here are Madam Blackacre, and Major OldfbXi 
to wait on my hdy. 
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Man. Do you hear that, let begone before he 
comes. 

Free, Excuse me 5 the widow is the very game I 
have in view j I wanted just such an opportimity to 
attack her— -And if you will take my advice, you 
stay too J if it be only to see this Major Oldfox, her 
supernumerary 'squire, her occasional gentleman- 
usher : he is a chara6^er, I assure you. 

Man* No 5 confound him> he is as bad as the cock- 
atrice herself, whom I would avoid as a sinking ship, 
and the whole sex, for ever, [Exit avitb Fidelia, 

Mrs. Blackacre, Jerry, fw^/ Major Oldfox enter^ 
Mrs. Black. 'T is an errant sea-rufEan ! I thought 
he would have pushed us down. Major. Jerry, 
where 's my paper of memorandums ? Give it me.— « 
So ! where 's my cousin Olivia, now— my kind re* 
lation ? 

Fre. Here 's one that would be your kind relation^ 
madam. 

Mrs. Black. Hey-day, who is this wild rude fellow ? 

Jer. Why, do n*t you know him ? — It's the man 
that wanted to fall aboard you at Captain Manly'a 
this morning. 

Old, Pray'be civil to the lady, Mr. , she is a 

person of quality — A person, that is, no person— 

Fre. Yes, but she is a person that is a widow. Be 
you civil to her j because you are to pretend only to 
be her ^squiie, to arm her to her lawyer's chambers ; 
but I will be impudent and forward j for she roust 
love and xxiarry mc» 
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Mrs. Black, Marry come up } you saucy, (amiliar 
puppy ! — marry you ! Gad, forgive me I now-a-days 
every idle young rascal, with a laced waistcoat, and a 
bit of black ribbon in his hat, thinks to cany away 
any widow of the best degree. 

Old, No, no, soft ! you are a young man, and not 
fit ; besides, others have laid in their claims before 
you. 

Fre, Not you, I hope I 

Old, Why not I, sir ? Sure I am a much more pro- 
portionable match for her than you, sir: I, who am a 
person of rank and means in the world, and of equal 
year s 

Mrs. Black, How's that ? you unmannerly— —I 
would have you to know I was bom in Ann secun 
Georgii prim— 

Old, Your pardon, madam, your pardon 5 be not 
offended— But I say, sir, you are a beggarly younger 
brother} twenty years younger than she 5 without 
any land or stock/ but your great stock of impudence: 
therefore what pretensions can you have to her > 

Mrs. Black, And what pretensions have you. Major? 
Go and solicit a brevet for Chelsea-Hospital, you old 
mummy !— Air yourself there under the cloisters j 
smoke your pipe, and make love to your laundress : 
you shall have a widow with three thousand pounds a 
year, you shall, you barbarous brute I 

Old, How, madam I 

Fre. Ha, ha, ha I 

Jer. Well said, mother I use all suitors thus fw 
my sake. 
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Mrs. Bkuh, A senseless, impertinent, qaibbling» 
scribbling, feeble, paralytic, conceited, ridiculous, 
pretending old bellweather 1 

Jer. Hey \ brave mother, for calling names ! 

Mrs. Black. Would you make a caudle-maker, a 
nurse of me ? Can^t you be bed^rid without a bed- 
fellow I Won*t your swan-skins, furs, flannels, and 
the scorched trencher, keep you warm there ? Would 
you make me your Scotch wanmng-pan, with a plague 
to you! 

Jer. Ay, you old Fobus, and you would be my 
guardian, would you ? to take care of ray estate, that 
half of it should never come to me, by letting long 
leases at pepper-corn rents } 

Mrs. Black. If I would have married an old man» 
•t is well known I might have married an earl. — Nay, 
what ^s more, a judge, and been covered the winter 
nights with the lamb-skins, which I prefer to the er- 
mines of nobles. And do you think I would wrong 
my poor minor here, for you? 

Fre. Your minor is a chopping minor} Heaven 
bless him ! 

Old, Your minor may be a major of horse or foot 
for his bigness ; and it seems you will have the cheat* 
ing of your minor yourself, 

Mrs. Black, Pray, sir, bear witness : cheat my 
minor ! I will bring my adtion of the case, for the 
slander. 

Fre, Nay, I would bear false witness for you now, 
wdow, since you have done me justice, and thought 
the fitter man \ 
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Mrs. Btach. Fair and softly, sir ! 'tis my nunor's 
case more than my own : and now I must do him 
justice on you. And, first, you are to my knowledge 
—for I am not unacquainted with you— ra debauched, 
,drunken, he6i:oring, lewd, laming spendthrift. 
Jer, There 's for you, buUy-rock I 
Mrs. Black, A worn-out rake at five and twenty, 
both in body and estate: a cheating, lying, cozening, 
impudent fortune-hunter ! and would patch up your 
own broken income with the ruins of my jointure. 
. Jer. Ay> and make havoc of our estate personal, 
and of all our gilt plate — I should soon be picking up 
our silver handled knives and forks, spoons, mugs, 
and tankards, at most of the pawnbrokers between the 
Hercules' Pillars and the Boatswain at Wappipg. And 
you would be scouring among my trees, and nuJdng 
th^m play at loggerheads, would you ? 

Mrs. Black. I would have you to know, you pitiful» 
paltry, latli-backed fellow, if I would have married a 
young man, it is well Jcnown I might have had any 
young heir in Norfolk 5 nay, the hopefiillest young 
man this day at the King's-Bench bar I I, that am a 
relict, and executrix of known plentiful assets and 
parts, who understand myself and the law ; and would 
you have me under covert baron again ? No, sir, no 
covert baron for me. 

Fre. Well, but dear madam- 
Mrs. Black. Fie, fie I I negleft my business with 
this foolish discourse of love— Jerry, child, let mc 
see a list of the jury, I am sure my cousin Oli^i* 
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most have some acquaintance among them : but 
where is she } 

Fre. Will you not allow me one word then ? 

Mrs, Black, No^ no, sir s have done, pray. 

Old» Ay, t)ray, sir, have done, and don't be 
troublesome ; since you see the lady has no occasion 
for you, though you are a younger brother. Ha, ha, 
ha ! [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE 1. 



J View of St, Jameses fork. Manly enters alone ^ 
musing. 

Manly, 

Haw irksome is restraint to a mind natui-ally averse 
to hypocrisy ! Yet, I who used to give birth to my 
thoughts as freely as I conceived them j I, who was 
wont to speak without reserve to every body; am 
now endeavouring even to deceive myself— That un- 
grateful woman, in whom I placed such unlimited 
confidence ! into whose keeping I had given my heart, 
my judgment, nay, my very senses ! 'Sdeath I had 2i 
man treated me ill, resentment would at once hav» 
cancelled regard, and revenge have prevented vexa- 
tion ; but here I am obliged to side with my enemy, 
and increase the injuries she hath jdone me, by loving, 
her in spite of them. 

Digitized by GooQle 



44 



THE ^LAIN DBALEU, Act lU. 



Fidelia enUrs* 

Fide. Sir, have I liberty to speak to you ? 

Man, What would you say ? — ^You see this is M 
place to talk in 5 don't trouble me now. 

Fide, I shall not detain you long, sir ; and you may 
bear to hear two or three words from me, though you 
do hate me as you have often said. 
. Man, I must confess I hate a flatterer t why will 
you not learn to be a man j and scorn that mean, that 
sneaking vice ? 

Fide, Perhaps I am to blame, sir j but I do not 
come to oflend you at present — have something to 
tell you, if you will vouchsafe to listen to me. — ^Who 
do you think I met on the other side of the Park just 
now, sir ? 

Man, Nay, how should I know? Pr'ythec, kind 
impertinence, leave me. You are as hard to shake off 
as that obstinate, effeminate mischief, love. 

Fide, Love, sir ! — did you name love? 

Man. No, no 1 Pr'y thee, away I Begone I — I had al* 
most discovered my shame, my weakness j which most 
draw on the derision even of this boy. 

Fide. There is something, sir, that makes you 
uneasy : am I not worthy to be acquainted with the 
cause? 

Man, What cause, child ? Nothing makes roc un- 
easy; a little involuntary thoughtfidncss, that'sall. 
Bat you say you met somebody in the Park just now; 
who wa« it ? 
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Fide. Why, really, sir, on second thoughti, I don't 
know how to mention her name to you : hot it was 
that creature, that wretch, that— 

Man. That who ? Who is it you arc going to speak 
of now, that you preface your discourse with all this 
bitterness of inveftive ? 

Fide. Why, sir, that monster of ingratitude, Olivia 1 

Man. Olivia! 

Fide. Yes, sir. 

Man. Well, and how ? 

Fide. Nay, not much, sir $ only she called me over 
to her as I was crossing the Mall, and would fain havC/ 
ha^ me gone home to her house ; where she had sonje* 
thing to communicate} but for my part I could 
hardly bear to look at her, much less afford her an 
opportunity for conversation— Pray, sir, do n't ypu 
think she has a most forbidding countenance ? 

Man. I can't say I ever observ^ it. 

Fide. Then her shape is by no means one of the 
best. 

Man. Indeed! 

Fide. But I hope, sir, your eyes are now as open to 
her deformities as they must be to her perfidiousness 5 
and that you will never think of her any more — But 
why do I mention that ?— You never can think of her 
without bringing your good sense, nay, your reputa- 
tion in question : for> after such unworthy, such in- 
famous usage—— 

Man. Confusion I Who told you, sir, she had used 
me ill; 

£ 
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fide. Why, sir, was not I a witness ? 

Man. ''Sdeath, sirrah, if ever I hear you mutter such 
a word again, I *11 shake you into atoms ! How am t 

exposed and rendered contemptible ? It is enough 

that I think i have nothing to complain of— I am per- 
feftly well satisfied with her conduft — ^Do you mark !' 
— perfe6lly well satisfied. 

Fiiit. Very well, sir! I have done. 

Man. Oh, the curse of being conscious of a weak- 
ness one is ashamed to divulge I Hold, sir ! come hi- 
ther—Have you resolution enough to endure the tor- 
ture of a secret j for such to some is insupportable. 

fUe. I would keep it as safe as if your dear pre- 
cious life depended upon it. 

Man. It concerns more than my life— my honour. 

FifU, Doubt me not, sir. 

Man, And do not discover it by too much fear of 
discovering — D'ye mark ? — But, above all things, take 
care that Freeman find it not out. 

fide, 1 warrant you, sir. 

Man. Then I know I love Olivia 5 doat on her. 
her ingratitude and disdain, like oil thrown into the 
flames, have only made my passion bum the fiercer. 

fide. Oh, heavens! 

Man, You say she met you just now, and wanted 
you to go home with her, in order to communicate 
something ; who knows what that might be ? 
Perhaps she hath repented her behaviour this morning 
•—Perhaps it was the result of passion, of affectation, 
or was meant to try me ; in short, Icanassiga a thou- 
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sand reasons for it besides that one of change ki her 
affe^lions j for, I am sure, once she loved me. 

Fide. Hang her, dissembling creature I Love you ! 
It was only for her interest then, 

Man. Well, well, no matter j but I tell you, I 
know better : I am sure once she did love me. 

Fide* Indeed, sir, she never cared for you. 

Man, Will you have done, sir ? 

Fide. Besides, sir, did she not tell you she was 
married? 

Man. Well, well, but that might be artifice ton— 
*Sdeath, sir ! will you listen to me or go about your 
business, and never let me see you more ? 

Fide. I b^ pardon, sir. 

Man. I say you shall go to her house, and hear 
what this business is. 

Fide. I go to her house, sir? I would sooner go— 

Man. No hesitating, sir ! I say you must ; she lives 
but in the next street. 

Fide. Indeed, sir, I can't go there. 

Man. No, sir! 

Fide. Besides, sir, consider: you scorned herthif 
morning. 

Man. I know not what I did this morning : I dis. 
sembled this morning.— What ! are you not gone 
yet? 

Fide. Well, sir, now I think on 't, I will go : for, 
perhaps this is a sting of conscience 5 and she hath a 
mind to make some recompence for. her ill usage of 
E ij 
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you, by returning your money and jewels : methinkt 
N I fain would have them out of her hands. 

Man, Stay, sir 5 if she drops the least hint of any 
5uch thing, I charge you, come away immediately, 
and do not stay even to give her an answer. 

Fide. Well, but dear sir, only let me speak one 
word. • ■ 

Man. lUlnot hear a syllable: you ^11 find me in 
Westminster-hall ; begone ! lExeunt. 



SCENE IL 



fFistmnster-Hall, A cronvd of people, Seijeants, Counsel* 
lors, and Attorneys, nvalHng busUy abom. Mrs^ 
Black AC RE in the middle of half a dnun Leewyers^ 
jEKKYfiUo^g ivitb a green bag, 

Mrs. Black, Offer me a reference, you saucy block* 
head I Do you know who you speak to ? Are you a 
$olicitor in Chancery, and offer a reference ? Mr. Ser- 
jeant Ploddon, here's a fellow has the impudence to 
offer me a reference I 

Plod, Who 's that has the impudence to oflTcr a re- 
ference within these walls i 

Mrs. Black, Nay, for a splitter of causes to do it I 

plod. No, madam, to a lady learned in the law at 
you are, the offer of a reference were to impose upon 
you. 

Mrs. Black, No, never fear me for a reference, Mr. 
Scjjcant— 3ut come, have not you forgot your brief ? 
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Are you sure you shall not make the mistake of— 
Hark you 

Major Old FOX and Bookseller enter. 

Come, Mr. Splitcause, pray go see when 
my cause in Chancery comes on 5 and go speak with 
Mr. Quillet in the King's Bench, and Mr. Quirk ia 
the Comjnon Pleas j and see how matters go there. 

Old. Madam, I have the pleasure to bid you 
good morrow once again j and may all your causes 
go as prosperously as if I myself was to be the judge 
of them. 

Mrs. Black, Sir, excuse me, I am busy and cannot 
answer compliments in Westminster-hall. Go, Mr. 
Splitcause, and come to me again at the bookseller's. 

Old. No, sir, come to the lady at the other book- 
seller's. If you please, madam, I'll attend you 
thither. 

Mrs. Black, And why to the other bookseller's, 
major? 

Old. Because, madam, he is my bookseller. 

Mrs. Black. To sell you lozenges for your cough, 
or salve for your corns ? What else can a major deal 
with a bookseller for ? , 

Old. Madam, he publishes for me. - 

Mrs. Black, Publishes ! oh, that 's true, I forgot—* 
You are an author. . 

Old. Now and then, madam, now and then— the 
good of one's country, you know. 

E iij 
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Mrs. Black. And pray^ major, what are your books 
upon? 

Old, Deign you, madam, to peruse one of them ? 
There is a thing of mine lately come out ; and I '11 
lissure you a certain great person, whom I presented 
it to, was pleased to pay me a compliment in the Court 
of Requests. ■ 

Book, Do you want any thing, madam ? We have 
all the plays, magazines, and new pamphlets- 
Mrs. Black, Have you the Lawyer's Magazine ? 

Book, We have no law books at all, madam. 

Mrs. Black, No I you are a. pretty bookseller ! 

Old, Come hither, young man — Has your master 
got any of my last pamphlet left ? 

Book. Yes, sir, we have got enough of them j we 
never had above two or three called for, besides what 
you took away yourself. 

Old. May be so, may be so : the thing is not suf- 
ficiently known yet. Well, let me see a couple [^rt*/ 
tbemj] It is entitled, madam, A Letter to a certain 
great Man on the present Posture of AfiairsT* and if 
you will condescend to accept one, ex dono auctoris-^ 

Jer. Hoh, hoh, hoh I \^Laugbing at a famfhlet bc^ 
bind,-] 

Mrs. Black. Jerry, what have you got there ? 
Jer. Why — ^nothing- 
Mrs. Black, Nothing ! Let me look at that book— 

Eochester's Jests ! A very pretty study truly. Give 

bim the Young Clerk's Guide. 
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Old, No, no, give the young gentleman my Trea- 
tise upon Military Discipline. 

Mrs. Black, Aw^y with such trash! Do you want 
to send him to the devil headlong I I should have him 
teazing me to-morrow or next day to buy him an 
ensign^s commission. I would as lief he should read 
a play I 

Jer. Well, and what if I did ? There's very good 
discourse to be got out of plays, for all you. 

Mrs. BUui, Sirrah, sirrah ! Do n't let me hear such 
a word out of your mouth. What has spoiled most 
of the attornies' clerks in London, but turning critics, 
and running every night to the playhouses at half 
price ? and do you want to follow their example ?— ^ 
Stay, Jerry— -Is not that Mr. What d'ye call him goes 
yonder, he that offered to sell me a suit in chancery 
for five hundred pounds, for an hundred down, and 
only paying the clerk's fees } 

Jer. Yes, that's he, 

Mrs. Black, It is the cheapest thing I ever heard of 
—Stay here, and have a care of the bags, while I go 
and talk with him, -—Have a care of the bags, I say— - 

[Exit. 

Jer. Have a care of the fiddle's end, I say : Gad, I 
am sure I lead a dog's life with you. 

Freeman enters. 
Fre. So, here's a limb of my widow, that used to 
be inseparable from her; ahe can't be far— How 
now» major ! 
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Old. What do you mean by that, sii* ?— Who arc 
you, sic? What are you, sir ? 

Fre. Nay, my dear Don Choleric, do n't snap my 
nose off. 

Ol(f, Sir, you are a vary impertinent fellow, sir !— . 
And, sir — 'Squire, where's your motlier? 

Jer. Oh, what you were so intent upon reading 
your works, you let her give you the slip,. did you ? 
Well, yonder she is, talking to that weazle-face man 
in the big wig — Hobble after her. 

OU. An unmannerly, insignificant, ignorant — I 
shall take notice of you, Mr. Sea-Lieutenant, I shall 
take notice of you ! \^Exit, 

Jer, Look you, master, I '11 tell you what it is— - 
I '11 buy that book of choice sayings from you, if so 
be you '11 take half a crown for it, and stay 'till law- 
yer Splitcause comes to lend me the money to pay 
you. 

free. Lend you ! Here, I '11 pay him — I am sorry, 
>qi j"e, a man of your estate should want money. 
Jer. Why, I am not at age yet, you must un. 

der stand. 

Fre. At age ! You are at age already, man, to have 
spent a fortune : there are younger than you, who to 
my knowledge have kept their girls these three years; 
ruined half a dozen tradesmen, and lost as many 
thousand pounds at play. But what is the reason, 
'squire, that you will not give your consent to my 
marrying your mother ? 

Jer. Why, you would not be such a fool, would 
you ? 
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Fre, Why, I would not be a fool if I could help it % 
but has not she a good jointure ? 

Jer. A good jointure I If she has, she knows what 
to do with it : she will let no body have a finger in the 
pie but herself, I can tell you that. Come a little 
this way.— Why, you would not believe what an old 
p!ague my mother is 5 she '11 never allow me sixpence 
in my pocket, so that I am ashamed to go into com. 
pany» because I have not wherewithal to call for a 
glass of wine and do as the rest do.— And, for a 
m^nch !— I was but making a little fun with our laun- 
dress's daughter upon the stair-case, the other riight, 
and she threatened to send the poor girl to Bridewell. 

Fre. Sure! 

Jer. Upon my word she did ! Oh, you do n't know 
what a woman she is. 

Fre, Well, but 'squire, methinks this might easily 
be remedied : if I was you, I wolild go to law wit& 
her. 

Jer. Law ! Lord help your head ! Why she is as 
big a lawyer as any in our inn ; and would not desire 
better sport-— Besides, I would not care to do that, 
for fear she should marry out of spite, and cut down 
my trees. I should hate to see my father's wife kist 
and slopt by another man— rand our trees are the 
purest, nice, shady, even twigs !' 

Fre, Come, 'squire, let your mother and your trees, 
fell, as she pleases, rather than go of this fashion all 
your life — ^But you shall be able to deal with her the 
fight way. 

i 
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Jer. Nay, if I had any friend to stand by me, I 
would shew her^a trick worth two of it, I can tell 
you that. 

Fre^ Suppose I was to be your friend I Look you, 
•squire, I do n't use to profess much j however, there's 
a trifle for your present occasions. 

Jer. Oh, Lord, sir ! two guineas ! Do you lend mc 
this ? Is there no trick in it ? Well, sir, 1 'U give you 
cay bond for security. 

Fre. No, no, you have given mc your face for se- 
curity ; any one would swear you do not look like a 
cheat : and come, to mc whenever you will, and you 
shall have what money you please of me. 

Jer, By my soul he's a curious fine gentleman I 
but may I depend upon you ? Will you stand by me ? 

Tre, Here 's my hand. 
, Jer* That 's enough. Never stir, but the next cross 
word my mother gives me, but I '11 leave her dire^lly> 
and come off to you — But now I have got money, 
I '11 go pay the man at the gate two. shillings I owe 
him, for I believe the poor soul wants it j and his 
wife has been two or three times at chambers to dun 
me. {ExiU 

Manly, Mrs. Blackachh, and Major Oldfox 
enter^ 

Man, Confound your cause! Can't you lose it 
without me ? which you are like enough to do, if it 
be, as you say, an honest one \ I '11 suffer for it n« 
lohger. 
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Mrs. Blach, Nay, but captain, you are ray chief 
witness— And Mr. Splitcause tells me we are prick- 
ed down for the next hearing. Lord ! methinks you 
should take pleasure in walking here, as half you 
see now do j for they have no busines here I assure 
you. 

Man, Yes, but I assure you then their business is 

to persecute me 'Sdeath! I can't turn, but one 

puppy or other has me by the slevee, with imper- 
tinent inquiries or fulsome compliments : I have been 
acting the sign of the salutation this half hour, with 
a bowed body, and my hat off, to one of your law 
Serjeants yonder.j while he was loading me with pro- 
fessions of service and friendship, though iri Ml pfo- 
bability he cared not if I was at the devil j and I was 
wishing him hanged out of my way. 

Mrs. Black, Well, well, sir, compose yourself a 

little, and every thing shall be made agreeable. 

Jerry, why Jerry! —Mercy on me, major, did not 
you leave my son here ? 

Old, Yes, madam, but perhaps the young gentle- 
man is stept aside. 

Mrs. Black, 'l^rr^ Blackacre ! 

fre. Your son will be here in a minute, madam^ 
he 's only just gone out of the hall about a little bu- 
siness. 

"Mxz^Black, Out of the hall I Gad's my life '.—Out 
of the hall ! • . 

¥re. Don't msdce yourself unea^yj madam 5 I'll 
answer for it he '11 come to no mischief. 
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Mrs. Black, Sir, I do n't direft my discourse to you 
But I 'il so rate this careless jackanapes — Come 
along, major, and help me to look for him. 

[Exeimt all but Manly and Freeman* 
Fre, Welli sir, how have you jJast your time since 
you came here ? You have had a great deal of pati- 
ence, sure. 

Man. Patience, indeed ! for I have drawn but one 
quarrel and two law-suits upon me. 

Fre. The devil I How could you quarrel here ? 

Man. How could I refrain ?i^-But let*s get off, fiar 
I see another quarrel coming upon me. 

Fre, What do you mean ? 

Man. Ask no questions, but walk this way* 

Novel ^»/^r/. 
Hvi;. iley \ Captain I Captain Manly ! 
Man. What now t 

No<u. I beg pardon ; 'but I thought it was yoil.-~* 
Have you been in the house bearing the debates^ 
What are they upon to-day ? 

Man, Considering what passed between you and 
me, at our last interview, ur, I cannot help being a 
little astonished at the familiarity of this salutation. 

Nov. Pho, phol a mere trifle. J>on^t mention it 
"-'It has been a very fine morning, sir. 

Fre. Yes, sir, the weather has been tokrable* 

Nov. It was very cold yestefday. 

Frf. I believe it might, sir* 
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. No^. Captain, what do you think brings me to 
Westroinster-hall ? 

Man, Why, I suppose somebody has thrashed you 
lately for being- impertinent, and you are come to take 
the law of them. 

. Nin;. No, that^s not it. But I suppose you have 
heard 
Max, Heard what ? 

No^» Why, that I am to be play'd the devil with j 
costs and daiDages, and the Lord knows what. 

Man. No, really, I have heard nothing about the 
matter j but what is it ? though I am sure you are in 
the wrong before you tell me. 

- No*u. Why, you must know, sir — Ha, ha, ha!— 
Upon my soul it is so ridiculous a circumstance, that I 

can hardly think of it without laughing. You 

must know, sir, I was some time ago at the house of 
a considerable merchant in the city, where a certain 
lady's name was brought up $ and in the course cf 
the conversation I happened to mention some things 
which I had heard, and which all the world believe 
to be fsi£k, egad ! However, as you may guess, I did 
not imagine the discourse would have gone any 
further. 

Fr^. But I suppose the lady had a friend in com* 
pany, sir. 

, Nov. Oh, sir ! I know how the matter came about 
now. — Yes, yes, the woman of the hou^e was her sis- 
ter-in-law, which I never dreamt of: ^e intolerable 
Jozebd went and told her eve y tbio^ that p^;ed: aa 
F 
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attorney came the next morning to serve me with a 
-^opy of a writ j and now they have brought me here 
to make me prove my words, as they call it. 

Man. And pray, sir, what was it you said of the 
.lady ? 

- Nov* Nothing, nothing some story that I heard 
about her cuckolding her husband ; that was all. 

Man. I hope she may trounce you severely j nay, 
and I hope what you said of her was true \ that you 
may be made the more glaring example. 

No'v, Well, but my dear creature ! how can yott 
be so inhuman to any person that never did you any 
injury ? 

Man. Because I would have such misciiievous tri- 
liers as you are punished for your tattling and effe- 
minacy : I would have you taught the difference be- 
tween satire and defamation ; and learn some other 
topic for your nonsensical conversations, besides the 
charafter and conduct of the absent s you male mem- 
bers of the tea-table, who are, if possible, worse ene- 
mies to women, than they are to one another. 

Nov. Well, upon my honour, this is pleasant ! espe- 
cially from you, who are remarkable for abusing all 
the world, 

' Man» Doyou heiir him. Freeman? Plain-dealing 
may well be in disrepute, when 'tis confounded with 
impudence and ecahdal : but if I stay here any longer, 
I find I shall be tempted to bdat him. » 

Fre. Nay, pr'yAee do n't leave us. 

Mw^'-Y^t^ Imust) I tltaUbnng myself intQ 
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anpther scrape else : besides, I see a person just now 
come into the ball that looks for me — Stand out of thf 
way. lExit. 
. Nov. This is a sad brutish fellow^ sir $ I wonder 
you will keep him company, 

. Fre. Why,' faith, sir, I don't know how it is 5 I 
think I am bewitched to him, for my part — and yet^ 
hang him! he has some good qualities too» when one 
comes to be thoroughly acquainted with him. 

Nov. Ay, sir 1 Pray what may they be, for I never 
could find them out. 

Fre. Why, I think 'tis generally agreed, sir, that 
he has a tolerable good understanding. 

Nov. Why really I havd heard people say so ; and 
yet to me he has always appeai'ed the stupidest animal 
breatliing. 

Fre. Then as to couragew— It must be allowed he is 
brave. 

Nov» He is quarrelsome, if you please 5 but his 
bravery,' I fancy, will admit of some dispute. You 
have heard, no doubt, of his late affair with the 
li'rench. 

Fre. Ay, sir 5 wliat of that ? 

Nov. Why, I should not care to have my. name 
mentioned as the author of such a thing } but I assure 
you there are some very odd reports fly about j an4 
this I believe you may depend upon» that he will be. 
brought to a court-martial for his behaviour on that 
pccasion. 

(re. I am glad to hear this, sir, with all my hearty 
F ij 
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for you must know 1 happened to be a partner in the 
adlion you mention. 
Nonf, Were you, sir? 

Fre. Yes, faith 5 but I was ignorant till now of the 
dangerous situation we were in ; however, I am ex- 
tremely obliged to you for jrour intelligence, as I dare 
«we^ the captain will be — 

No<v. Yonder goes my attorney — I '11 just speak two 
or three words to him, and be back with you again iii 
am instant. 

Free, Hold, sir! we must not part so. You must 
go along with me, sir, and tell this story to Captain 
Manly. 

Nov, Sir, I have not time at present— I — there's a 
gentleman beckons me owes a thousand pounds, and 
goes out of town to-morrow morning. — ^Mr.— [Exit% 

Fre, Ha, ha, ha I Well, we shall meet again, 

Jerry Blackacre enters. 

Fre, How now, 'squire, what's the matter ? 

Jer. Nothing : I don't care 5 nothing's the matter x 
but if ever I go home again with her, I wish I may 
never stir ! You said you would stand by nae. 

Fre: Wdl, and so I will. Who has injured you ? 

Jer, Why, my mother : she caught me at the plac^ 
there changing the money you gave me, and flew at 
me like any mad, and pulled my hair, and called me 
all the names that ever she could thii>k o^But if I 
do n't be up with her ! you will see I and if you won't 
take me with you, I 'H go for a soldier. 
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Take you with me, 'squire 1 do you deeire to 
^ wjth me ? 

Jir. Yes, it *8 all my desire. 

Fre. How shall I ad in this aiFair ? gad, *t will be a 
good stroke towards making something of the widow 
in earnest ; at least of getting my right out of hei* 
hands. [////V/^.] Well, squire, I'll tell you what, if 
you arc really serious— 

. yer» Oh, Lord ! yonder she is coming in at the gatd 
with that old fellow : if you will come, come away ; 
for I won 't stay any longer to be beat and abused by 
her. 

Frc. Nay, since that the case, have with you, my 
boy. 

Jer^ Ay, and now let *s sec how she Ml be able to 
help herself^ [Exewit; 



SCENE nr. 



Changes to the gate of Westmnstcr-Hall. Manly and 
Fidelia enter from njuitbiny and on the opposite side 
Mrs. Blackacil£ and Major Oldfox. 

' Mrs. Black, A villain ! a rascal ! 1 11 teach him 
better manners than to taik saucily to his mother ! — 
These are pretty doings, are they not ? My son flies 
in my face, and when I go to cori efl him for it, be 
fells me truly he*ll leave me, and go to the mat? of 
your ship, who has oiFered to take him. 



Digitized by 



B% TKS rtklH DEALEUr Act tit 

Man, ' Wei!, and what 's that to fne ? You must tie 
your calf up if you are afraid of his being stolen. 

Mrs. Black. But which wiiy did he run, major?— 
May be he is gone to that seducing villain ah-eady; 
and he has got my writings with hiin, all that ctmc&ms 
my estate, my jointure, my husband's deed of gift, and 
the evidences for all my suits now depending. 

Man, I am glad of that 5 for, if you have lost your 
ftvidence your cause can't go on, and I am at liberty. 

OU* Mr. Jerry went off in a great passion, madam 
<**I hope he won't commit any rash action, to do him^ 
self a mischief. 

, Mrs. Black, No, no, I know him better than so; 
he will never be felo de se that way : but he may go 
^nd choose a guardian of his ovm head, and so be felt 
de ses heins j for he has not chosen one yet. 

Man. Which I hope heinay, with all my heart! 

Mrs. Black. Oh, do you^o, sir ? then it seems you 
are in the plot. Well, look to 't | I 'U play fast and 
loose with you all yet, if there be law, and my minor 
amd Writings are not forthcoming, I'll bring my ac- 
tion of detinue or tro^ver — but I '11 first go and seek— 

Man. Well, I sha'n't stay here any longer. 

Mrs. Black. Stir a step, stir a step, at your peril, 
till the courts are broke up, and 1 '11 serve you with a 
rule of contempt. 

^Exeunt Mrs. Blackacre and Major Oldfbx, 

Man. Now, sir, go on.— You have been with Oli. 
via, you say. 

Fide. Yes, sir, I have seen and spoke with her. 
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Man, WcH, and she received you kindly? 

fide. Kinder than you would think, sir. 

Mmn. That 's well— come now, let me hear what 
she said to you. 

Fide, Said to me, sir ! 

Man, Ay, what was her business with you ? Come, 
come ! Why do n't you speak i You are so tedious !— i 
What was it she had to comnmnicate ? 

Fide, Modesty, sir, prevents my entering into par- 
ticulars ; I need only tell you, that her business with 
mc has proved of the most extraordinary kind 5 I am 
so shocked at the thoughts of her behaviour, I cannot 
say more. 

Man, Confusion! 

Fide. I assure you, sir, I would not impose upon 
you with the forgery of a falsehood, and cannot wrong 
her by any report of her, she is so wicked. 

Man, Wicked ! *Sdeath, had she the impudence ! 

Fide, Impudence! Oh, sir! 

Man, But what I How did she accost you ? 

Fide, When I came to the house, sir, I was con- 
duced into her dressing-room, where I found her 
alone : and I took it for granted, she would have be- 
gun immediately with talking of you, :md your lat^ 
dilterence with lier : but, instead of that, sir, I had 
hardly sat down, when she gave me to understand sh^ 
had desired to see me on my own account only j and 
I was so bold, and so forward 

Man, But in what terms did she express herself? 

Fide, Her tongue^ I confess, was silent^ sir j but 
her eyes conveyed such things— 
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Man, Byes! Eyes! — What, thcji you have only 
had eye kiadness from her ^ and your vanity has 
helped you in this constru^Uon so much to the lady's 
disadvantage? 

Fide, Not so, sir,— At first, indeed, her eyes chiefly 
were the interpreters of her thoughts 5 but, finding 
they spoke a language I could not, or would not un* 
derstand, she threw off the restraint, made a tendre 
of her passion in.dire^ terms $ and, in short, sir, of- 
fered to prostitute that love to me, at half an hour's 
^quaintance, which you have deserved whole years in 
vain. 

Man, I *ll not believe it — It 's a damn'd lie of your 
own contrivance 5 come, I know 't is a lie. 
. FUe. I am sorry you should think so, sir j but, 
however unlikely it may appe^, I gan give you proof. 

Man. Proof! 

Fide^ Yes, sir 5 for I have seemed half consenting 
to her solicitations, and made a kind of promise to 
pay her a visit this ni^ht, at twelve o'clock^ when the 
family sliall be asleep. 

Man. Hah! 

Fide. For which purpose she has shewn me a back 
way into her apartment, where a lamp always burns { 
for she will have no light in her chamber, because her 
woman lies in an adjoining closet — Nay, more, sir 5 
she has given me the key of the garden, to let myself 
in with, which I have brought off. 

Man. The key of the garden ! Let me see it.— I 
know it well j and have a thousand times gone by tbt 
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passage you mention to our private interviews: I 
imagined it led to paradise, and an angel of puHty in- 
habited there ; but I must think of that no more.^ 
Did she say nothing to you of this husband of her's? • 

Fide, Yes, sir, she is a6hially married, and her hus. 
band gone out of town \ but she experts him ver/ 
soon ; and that, I suppose, made her more urgent 
with me to come to-night. 

Man, And can you think of disappointing a lady 
upon such an occasion ? 

Fide. I, sir I— I should disappoint her more by 
going. 

Man, How so ? ' 

Fide, Her impudence and infidefity to you, sir, has 
made me loath her. 

Man. Well, sir, but' I say the lady shall not be 
disappointed. 

Fide, Not disappointed, sir I — If ever I go near hef 
again, may you think me as false to you as she is % 
hate and renounce me. 

Man, Well, well, if you won't, leave the matter tg 
mc ? I '11 take care 

Fide, You, sir ! — You take care, sir ! — Pray give 
me that odious key again, and let me return it with 
the contempt, the detestation 

Man, No, sir j this key is the instrument of re- 
venge, which fortune hath put into my hand j and; 
by Heaven, I '11 make use of it. 

Fide, Revenge, sir !— what revenge ? Disdain is 
best revenged by scorn 5 and faithless love by loving 
another. 
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Man. Perhaps it may, where the obje6l has <micc 
been esteemed j bat 1 now begin to think I had never 
gny share in her afFe6):i(»ns \ and therefore I ^11 take 
another method. 

Fide. And what Is your design, sir ? 
. Man, Not a word more j here 's f^reeman coming 
towards us: we will disengage ourselves from him at 
soon as we can, and talk of this afifair further* 

" Freeman enters. 

Vre. The most whimsical accident has happened to. 
me here to-dayi captain ; the most unexpected, luiac* 
countable — Ha, ha, ha'. 

J MaM» Whati the great boy has rose in rebellioil 
against the tyranny of his widow-mother, and 
himself under your protedkion ! Have a care. Freeman 
-^though she is a fiend, and I wish her at the devili 
:we are still to have a regard ta justice. 
. fre. Then we are to do ourselves justice, surcj 
which, I promise you, is all the use I shall make of 
|he 'squire's revolt in my favour. Where shall wc 
dine ? 

. Man. I was just thinking of it— Where can wc • 
dine ? 

Fre. Will you go to the King's Arms ? 
Man, Why, I do n't much care if I do : but it must 
be upon one condition. 
Fre. Name it. 

Man, That you shall not attempt to pin yoursdf 
upon me after dinner j I must positively have tbt 
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whole evening at my own disposal j for my youn^ 
Tolunteer and I have particular business. 

Fre, That 's sufficient, sir ; you know you always 
make your own terms with me. 

Man. Come then, young gentleman, lead the way. 



ACT Jr. SCENE /. 



Manly V Lodgings. Manly ^iers in a surtout coaU^ 
Jolloived by Fidelia. 

Manly, 

Then Freeman betrayed no marks of surprise at 
being told I was gone abroad so early! and you are 
positive he had not the least suspicion of ray being out 
all night ! 

Fide. I believe not, sir. 

Man, So much the better. I have been sitting at 
the coffee-house these three hours, lest knocking at 
the dcor at an unseasonable time might alarm the fa- 
mily. Help me off with my coat — and now shut tlie 
door, and bolt it, that no body may come in upon ut 
unawares. 

Fide. Heigh hoi 

Man. What 's the matter with you ? 
' Fide. Nothing, sir. 

You have been crying! 
Ftde, I have not-been very w6ll, sir. 
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Man. Come, you are a good lad; don't let your 
spirits sink; I'll beyoui- friend; you shall fare as I 
do ; let that content you. 

Fiiie. I desire no better, sir. 

Mim, Take the pen and ink, and sit down there— I 
am now convinced that what you told me yesterday 
was truth ; and Olivia is the vilest, and most profli- 
gate of her sex. 

Fiiie. Are you convinced, sir ?— Are you indeed 
convinced ? Then I hope 

Man. Speak softly^I suppose I need not tell you 
where I have been I 

Fidt. Sir! 

Man, I say, I suppose I need not tell you wberc I 
have been ance we parted. I have been with Olivi«i 
and she has bestowed on me a thousand caresses, 
which T returned with seemingly an eqqal ardour. 

FUe. Lord, sir, I am vastly sick of a sudden I 

Man, You are a coward — What ails you ? 
. Fiiie, I don't know, sir; I never was so oddly 
taken in my life ; but it will away again. 

Man, Listen to me, then, and be surpriseil yet 
more — I have passed myself upon Olivia for you I 

Ftde, For me, sir ! 

Man, Yes — Darkness, and the particularity of our 
situation, favoured the deceit | and I was cautious not 
to undeceive her, by speaking but little, and that 
softly ; and leaving her this morning before it was 
light. 

Fidt. Surely, sir, you will never go near this abomi- 
nable woman more 1 
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Man. That we '11 consider of— -In party my reyengr 

! is satisfied. 

Fide. Well, sir, what are your commands with me ? 

Man. Hear me ? I would have you go immediately 
and write Olivia a very tender billet-doux j deplore 
the necessity which forced you from her this moming> 
to much against your inclination ; and a{^int ano- 
ther meeting with her, at her own house, this. even* 
ing, as soon as it shall be dusk. 

Fide, Out of revenge, I suppose, sir I 

Man. It is so-— for I intend to go there. 

Fide, Sir, my life is devoted to your service 5 but, 
however meanly you may think of me, I cannot des. 
cend low as to the infamous office you would lay 
upon me.— Excuse me, sir, I cannot a6t the part of a 
pander. 

Man. Your principles of honour I do not dislike» 
if they are sincere j but I tell you you are mistaken 
in this matter. 

Fide* Indeed, sir, I am not; I see all plain enough 
—but, upon my knees, I beg, if you have the least re- 
gard for yourself, renoimce this woman, give her up, 
and neve r 

Man. What am I to think of your behaviour X — 
Sure you would have me believe you love her your* 
self s which, indeed, I have all along suspected. 
I Fide. Indeed, sir, it is all my concern lor your 
safety. 

Man, Methinks you might trust that to my care— 
* but, once for all, I desire I may have no more imperr 
G 
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tinent disputing or advice — you have reason to know 
I am unalterable. 

Fide, Sir, you must ^ve up either Olivia or me !' 

Man, Why so, sir ? What have you and Olivia to 
4o with one another? 

' Fide, Well, sir, let me hear your commands. 

Man, I have already told them to you— I would 
have you write this letter, to make the appointment : 
you shall keep it in person $ and when you have been 
vnth her some time, I will come in at the back door, 
which you shall purposely leave open, and catch you 
together. 

Fide, Well, sir, and what then ? 

Man, Why then, sir, I will upbraid her falsehood, 
confront her impudence, boast of the triumph I hare 
had over her, and never see her more. 

Fre, And is this really all you intend, sir ? 

Man, All. 

Fide, I think you can have no kindness left foi" 
Olivia now, sir 5 I think you can't — You do n't love 
her the least bit, captain, do you ? 

Man, Love her! Damn^her ! I think of her with ab- 
horrence. 

Fide, Then I will go and write the letter dircftlyj 
*ir. 

Fre, [Speaks within,'] Well, well, I will introdnce 
you. 

Man. Do so— and open the door, for I think I hear 
Freeman in the next room. [Exit Fidelii. 
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Freeman W Major Oli>¥OX enUr, 

Tre, Captain, here *8 a gentleman who is ambitious 
of being ranked imongst the number of your ac- 
quaintance. This, sir; is Major Oldfbx, at once the 
votary of Mars and Apollo^ and equally an ornament 
to the pen and the sword. 
- Old. Sir, I am your most 

Man, What do you mean by biingii^ the old fooil 
|o me ?-*-Why wiU you» Freeman, take these i^>ertks ? 
; Fre, Excuse me} upcui my soul I could not avoict 
St. — Th^ captaia is a whimsical man» nu^or $ but I; 
cuppose you know his humour I 
* Old* A.j^«ff I have heard, and like him the better. 
Captain^ I.hQ»our you, you are a great man, sir:—* 
your late behaviour against the enemy has proved you. 
such, and I shall be proud of being better known to 
you : as Mr- Freeman has intimated, I am an humb^ 
admirer of the arts, and now and then throw my 
thoughts upon paper ; neqiuo dormire, as the poet says,, 

Man, And what then, sir ? 

Old. Nay, good captain, take me along with you. 

I suppose you would not be displeased to have the 
particulars of your- late aftion laid in a proper manner 
before the public ; and if so, I should be glad to drink > 
a bottle, and have a little discourse with you about it 
— That^'s all, sir. 

Man. Ha, ^a, ha 1 , ^ , 
. Old. He 's an odd man, Mr. Freeman. 

ir/. But ingenious, major. • 
Gij 



Digitized by Google 



f§ '■ THE PLAIN DEALER* ASlfi 

Old^ Ay, ay. Pray^ capt^y do you ever read the 
Royal Cbronide ? 
Mau. No. 

OU, Nor the Imperial Magasune P 
34an, Neither. 

(Md. That's much, that's much indeed; neidier 
the Royal Chronicle, the Imperial Magazine, nor I—* 
There are often very excelleat pieces make their ap- 
pearance in those publications, Mr. Freeman. 

Fre. So there are, maior, so there are--4nd I believa 
I can guess to whom the pubMc is indebted for a good 
manyof'em! What say you? £^l-4)on't I know 
the signum— ^ree stars and a dash ? 

Oid. No, Mr. Freeman, no i^on my honour, sir !-• 
That was my mark formeriy | but now all my thin^ 
are signed Philanthropos. 

Fre, You are not author of that soliloquy in 
blank verse, in the papers the other day ? 

Old, Wxhat t an address to the land-carriage fidu 
pfRcel 

Fre, Ay. 

Old. Why, did you like it ? 
Fre. As good as Milton ! 

Old. Mr. Freeman, my dear soul !*— I am extremely 
sorry that any thing should happen between us 5 but 
as I said "before, I hope that is all: forgotten 5 and you 
will henceforward look upon me as your friend. It 
was I that writ it.— But mum !— between ourselves. 

Man. Hark you, old gentleman, it seems you have 
taken it into yoiu* head you can write, and tu^ turned 
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author $ stiaH I tell you what I once said to an ac« 
quaintance of mine, who was possessed of the satnQ 
unaccountable whim ? 

. OJd. WeUy sir^ 4Uid what was that h 

Man. Why, faith, I told him very plainly he was 
making himself an as». 

Old. Mr. Freeman, I shall be glad to see you at 
my house, to eat a bit of mutton with me, and ^o Imve 
a little conversation about a uiatter \ shall tell you.— 
Sir, your servant I [ Exit, 

Fre. You took a very sure way to get rid of an au- 
thor, by adrking him not to write. But yon aiv 
grown a very wly man, sure j I was here two hoars 
Hgo, and was told you were gone out. 

Man. Ay, and I should have staid out if I ha4 
known what company you intended to bring me. 

Fre. As to that, do n't be angry 5 the major, you must 
know, is the widow's harbinger, who. is coming in 
pursuit of her son i and he and I having a little quari. 
rel, I had a mind to make it up with him, by doing 
what he said he would consider as the greatest obliga- 
tion — introducing him to you. 

Man. Well, and what have you done with your 
charge ? 

Fre. Stayr and you shall see i I have rigged him out 
with the remains of my shipwrecked wardrobe : he ha^ 
been tm^der your sea vaiet-de-chambre's hands. — By 
Jupiter I that 's his mother's knock at the \ioon 
Stay, and I '11 fetch him. 

. Man. No^you know I cannot easily laugh j but 
Giij 
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I desire once more you will take care, and bring your- 
telf into no disagreeabk circumstances by tto business;. 

[Exit. 



SCENE II. 



Coviftt^Gardm Piasixa. Mrs. Blackacre and 
MajwOLDFOX enter. 

Old. Sat will you not walk jn^ madam ? 

Mrs. Black. No, magor, no ; I shall not put my foot 
into his house, since I have not my lawyer with me* 
I called on Counsellor Qailkt» bat he attending a 
trial for an assaults 

Old. Well, but madam, this is a strange place to 
transa6b business in. 

Mrs. Blacks Major, you are an ignoramus I do yoo 
know, that as I have no search-warrant, execution) 
or other legal authority, if I was to go into his hottse, 
he might bring his writ for a forcible entry on die 
premises. I served a person so once myself. 

Old, Well, madam, I have sent the servant to call 
him out J and that you may n't think the time long 
till he comes, I Ul just read you over a little fancy that 
came into my head this morning. 

Mrs. Black. Lord, major, how can you trouble ro* 
with such cursed stuff, when you see how I am per? 
plexed and plagued here ? 

Old. Nay, in troth, I must hav« your opinion of a 
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iadre I am going to publish ^ it it a lash for the Re- 
viewers I in which I give such a character—*— 

Mrs. Black, Nay, if you talk of charadters, look at 
my last suit in Chancery, which gives such a oharaSer 
of my adversary, makes him as black as the very deviU 

Old, Then here 's the outlines of what I once in- 
tended for a pan)phlet, — ^The Coffee-house Man^s 
>' Case on the late rise of News-papers, humbly address* 
ed to both Houses of Parliament. 

Freeman mnd Jerrt nttr, 

Mrs. Black. What do I see ? — Jerry Blackacre, my 
minor, in red breeches ! Oh, Jerry, Jerrj' ! have I lost 
all my good inns of court' breeding upon you, then I 
and will you go breeding yourself at coftee-houses and 
bagnios ? 

Jer, Ay, ay ! what then ? perhaps I will, and 
what 's that tc you ? Here 's my guardian and tutor 
now, that I am out of your huckster's hands. 

Mrs. Black, How ! you have not chose him for 
your guardian yet ? 

Jer. Yes, but I have though; and I'll do any 
thing he bids me, and I '11 go all over the world with 
him, to ordinaries or bagnios, or any where else. 

Mrs. Black, Do not go to ordinaries and bagnios, 
I good Jerry ! 

I Jer, Why, have you had any dealings there ? you 
I never had any ill by them, had you ? but if I have 

left you, you may thank yourself, for you used me ^# 

barbarously I was weary of my life. 
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Mrt- Black» But consider, Jerry, you are yet but 
an infant ; however, if you will go home with 
ag^n, and be a good child, you shall se c 

Frf. I beg your pai^on, madam ; tlxis young gen» 
deman is now under my care $ and it is my duty, in 
qiiality of his guardian 

Mrs. Black. Why, you villain, would yon part mo- 
ther and minor ? rob me of my child and my writings! 
but you shall find th^t ther^is law; and as in th^ 
case of ravishment of guard. Westm. the second. 

Old. Welly bnt madam, by what I can find, this 
lias been all the young gentleman's own doing. Come 
^squire, pray be ruled by your mother and friends. 

Jer, Yes, I '11 be ruled by my friends, and therefore 
not by my mother. I '11 choose him for my guardian 
till I am at age— nay, may be for as long as I live. 

Mrs. Black, Will you so, you wretch ? and when 
you are of age, jou will sign, seal, ai\d deliver too, 
will you ? 

Jer. y^s, I will. 

Mrs. Black. Oh! do not squeeze wax, son ! rather 
go to ordinaries and bagnios, than squeeze wax. If 
thou dost that, farewell the goodly manor of Bbck- 
acre, with all its woods and underwoods, and appur- 
tenances whatever. 

Fre, Come, madam, don't afflidl yourself: 'tif 
true, this young gentleman, of his own free will, has 
chosen me for his guardian : however, he 's not out 
pf your power j and might I flatter myself with hopes 
of being in the mother's good graces—- 
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hlrs. BlacJk,'! underttand you, ti r - - N o; if one 
! of us most be niined> e^en let k be him, if he won*t be 
mled by me.— What say you, booby» will you be 
ruled? 

Jgr, Let me alone, can't you ? 

Mra« Black. Will you choose him for a guardian^ 
whom I refuse for a husband ? 

yer. Ay, to choose, I thank you 1 for I have taken 
leave of lawyering and pettifog^g. 

Mrs. Black, Pettifogging, you profane villain 1 havd 
yon so f— Pettifogging 1 then you shall take your ieav« 
of me, and your estate too | you shall be an alien to. 
me and it for ever.-*Pettifogging I 

Jer, Oh, but if you go there, we have the deeds 
and settlements, I thank you t would you cheat mo 
of my estate ? 

Mrs. Black, No, no ; I will not cheat your little 
brother Bob ; for you were not bom in wedlock $ you 
wa s ■ 

yer. What quirk has she got in her head now ? 

Mrs. Black, I say you cannot, shall not inherit die 
Blackacre estate : you are but my base child, and, ac- 
cording to law, cannot inherit it. Nay, you are not so 
much as a bastard eigne. 

yer. What, am I then, mother, the son of a—- ? 

"Mrs, Black, The law says 

Fre, Madam, we know what the law says — ^but have 
a care what you say ! do not let your passion to ruia 
your son, ruin your reputation. 
. Mrs. Black. Hang reputation, sir ! am not I a wi% 
dow i have no husband, nor intend to have any ? 
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' Jer. But have you no shame left in you, mother ? 
- Mrs. BlacL No» no, sir 1 Come, major, let us makd 
kaste to the prerogative court. {Exaua^ 
Fre, Nay, but madam.— —We must not let her go, 
'squire ! 

, Jer* Nay, the devil can't stop her, if she has a mind 
to it. But I '11 tell you what, master guardian-liea-^ 
tenant, we will go and advise with three attorhies, two 
proftors, two solicitors, and a sharp dog in Whke 
Friars, and sure all they will be too hard for her I ht 
I liear, honest guardian of mane, you are too good a 
jakar to have any law in your head. 

fre. You are in the right on't, sqoire; I under* 
stand no law, especially that against bastards<— which 
custom is against, I am sure ; for more people get e»* 
tatesby being so, than lose them. lExm^* 



SCENE III 



OliviaV LoJgings. Olivia enUrs, ivhb VarniM 
booted and spurred, as just come off a journey^ 

OH* Lord bless me, my dear ! you came upon me 
so unawares, you quite startled me— feel how my heart- 
beats! 

Far. Beats I— you seem startled indeed. — And yet 
surely you expected somebody, when you met me sp 
Tdndly in the dark passage ! 

OIL Why, I thought it was your step, and couid. 
not refrain from cbnung out of my chamber} aa<i 
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yet I did not know how to believe it cither, because 
it was so much sooner than your letters bid me look 
for you. 

Far. And yet you began with upbraiding me for 
having staid beyond my time.^Let me tell you, ma- 
dana, tt^s condud is mysteriouSf and requires expla^ 
nation. 

O/j . What explanation, my soul ?— you misunder- 
stood my words. I upbraided you with having staid 
too long from me \ and you shall never be absent so 
long &om me again— you sha*n*t indeed ; by this kist^ 
you sha'n't ! But, my dearest^ I have strange new» 
to tell you-— since you went, Manly's returned. 

Par, Fortime forbid ! 
- O/i. He met with the French fleet ; fought, and af* 
terwards sunk his ship* He wat here with me )es^ 
terday. 

Far, You did not own our marriage to him ! 

on, I told him I was married, to get rid of him ; 
but to whom is yet a secret to all the world. And I 
used him so abominably ill, that his pride, I believe^ 
will prevent his troubling me any further. 
. Far* I hope it has given him a surfeit of the shore, 
and will send him to sea again j be you sure only to 
keep our great secret j in the mean time I will lead the 
easy fool by the nose, as I used to do j and whilst he 
stays, rail with him at you ; and when he 's gone, 
laugh with you at liim. By that time, too, I sliall 
have settled some affairs, which I have now on hand 
and shall aot care who ki^ows of our marriage. At 



Digitized by 



fO THE PLAIN DBALBK. AS IK 

§or the notes and jewels wbkh he left with yon, if he 
should want to recover them by laW} yon may plead 
a gilt ; but I fancy we are pretty safe as to that> for 
I know the particularity of his temper so wel l 

Oli. Yet let us be cautious, my love — ^Have yoa 
.taken the thousand guinm, he lodged in my namCf 
out of the banker^s hand? 

f^ar. No w here was the necessity ? 

OH. The greatest iu the world. — Don't confide 
too much in his generosity : I am well informed a 
much smaller sum would be acceptable to him at pre- 
sent ; and no doubt his necessity will make him rtady 
enough to take money, wherever he can daimany 
thing like a property, 

Far, I believe you are in the right, and I will t^e 
care to remove them to-monow. 

O/i. To-morrow! for Heaven's sake stay not till 
then; he may receive them before to-morrow. Go 
this night— immediately. 

Far, You advise well, and I will only stay to rest 
myself a little. 

Oli, Rest yourself when you come back. Pray, 
dear Varnish, do n*t trifle upon such an important oc- 
casion.— Go this very instant ! 

Far, Well, well, I Ml go now diredtly a hackney 
coach will take me to Fleet-street, and back again, in 
an hour. 

OH, If you stay till midnight, no matter. — Make 
haste, dearest ! I am impatient 'till you are out of the 

lExit Varnish. 
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I •lia*n't recover myself a good while, this unex- 
pe6ied visit has so flurried me I who could have 
thought of his coming — a beast!— And at so critical 
^ junfture 1 — And yet if he had stayed a few moments 
longer, he might have taken me still more at a disad- 
vantage — * My conduft is mjrsterious, and requires ex- 
planation/ Sore he intends giving himself the airs of 
being jealous- -I wish I had never married him ! 
He *s of a cruel and dangerous temper ; and, had I not 
luckily thought of the money as an expedient to send 
him out again, I know not what might have happened 
had he and my young friend me t 

Fidelia enters. 

Ah, Heavens ! 
Fide, I hope I do n't frighten you, madam, 
on. Oh, is it you \ No, no 5 but I am the strangest 
timorous creature I — We!l, you can excuse a wo- 
man's weakness j indeed I have given you too great 

proofs of mine 1 hope you are not one of those 

capricious conquerors who despise a viftory for being 
too easily gained I 
Fide^ I hope, madam 

OH. Nay, I know you will say to the contrary, and 
I shall believe you ; though the hurry you were in 
to leave itie, and your unkind behaviour, in hardly 
speaking to me, might make one of a less jealous tem- 
per suspect 

Fide, Upon my word, madam ! » 

I ^ satisfied j you will tell me, no doubt, 
H 
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your letter contaiaed a sufficient apology for that \ 
and, to convince you I desire no other, if you are at 
sincere as I am, I will this moment put into your pos- 
session what, in many parts of the world, will be a 
inagnificent fortune. In short, I am ready 'to forsake 

friends, country, reputation, and fly with you 

Fide. This offet't madam, does me so great an bo« 
nou r ■ » » 

OU. Honour! Why will you make use of that 
cold expression ? But methinks you look grave upon 
it ! must I have the mortification to find that your 
passion is less violent than mine ? 

Fide. Pardon me, madam; but the violence of your 
passion may presage its change ) and I must needs be 
afraid your afl'edions would so<m cool ' to me, sinc^ 
you could once growindiiierent to so worthy a gentle* 
pian as Captain Manly, 

Oli. Oh, mention not his name. 

Fre. Why, madam, did n't you love him ? 

Oli» Never. How could you think it ? 

Fide, Because he thought it \ who is a man of that 
excellent understanding and nice di^rnment— 

0/i. Hang him, untra^ableji surly brute ! Some pri- 
vate reasons, indeed, made me outwardly accommo* 
date myself to his tramontane humour i and he had 
vanity enough to think I liked him. 

Fide, Bless my soul, madam I Vanity I Why he 
yeiy well to be liked, I hope. 

Oil, Ha, hai hal 

Fide, Indeed^ madam^ you do n^t do well to spq^tk 
to disrespectfully of the captain. 
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0K» Why, yoir dear, fiicndly creature, you coold 
not be a greater advocate for him, if you were one of 
his mistresses stept into breeches ! 

fidi» His mistresses, madam ! I do n^t know what 
you mean. To be sure I have great obligations to the 
capt^n, and do n*t like to hear him abused — but— — > 

Oli. Come, come, let's talk no more of him, that's 
Ihe best way— > What say you, shall we go sit in the 
next room ? I ha?e prepared a little collation there. 

Fide. Are we not better here, madam ? 

OH, No, no; I'll condu^ you; give me your 
hand.— 

. Fide, I would rather stay where we are, if yoa 
please, madam. 
Oli. Why, so ? 

Fide. I do n't know, madam ; I think *t is more airy; 
here. 

Oli. Airy ! Is any thing the matter with you ? 
. Fide, I am afraid I am going to have one of my 
fits. 

Oli. What fits ? 
• Fide. Oh, madam, I am very subjeft to fits; and 
sometimes lie in a trance for an hour together. 

Oli. Ay ! 

: Fide, Yes, indeed, madam; but, if you 11 let me 
alone where J am, perhaps I may not have one . 

Oli. Oh, stay, I '11 run into the next room and fetch 
you some spirits; I would not, for the world, you 
should be seized here. [Exit:. 
- Fide. Mercy on us, what shall I do ! I wish the. 
Hij 
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captain would come and delivei* me from diis odious 
woman j she will ccitainly discover me if I stay much 
longer. I wish I was well out of the house I 

Olivia entirs» 

OH. Undone, undone ! 

Fide, How> madam S Where ! 

Oti. Ask no questions, but get out the back way at 
fest as you can j my husband's coming I 

FUe, Your husband, madam 1 

OH. Ay, ay ; he came in just before you did i I 
thought he was gone abroad again, but I saw him this 
moment cross the hall, and he followed me up stairs 
—Oh, Heavens, here he is ! — This way. [Extt, 

Fide, Hold, madam !— -She has clapt the door after 
her, and the bolt is shot I What will become of me ? 

Varnish ent^s. 

Var, So, now 1 am somewhat of a more decent 
figure to go abroad j while the fellow has been getting 
me a coach, I have made a shift to alter my dress a 

Uttle. Hah I who have we here I Nay, by the Lord 

you sha'n't slip by me! 

Fide. Pray, sir, do n't be rude. 

Vat, Rude, you rascal ! who are you ? And what 
brings you into this house ? 

Fide, I did not come to do you any harm» sir. 

Var. You came here to do no good, I am certain. 
But now I see who it was my wife expcded, and 
what occasioned her extraordinary tr^dation,-*^ 
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Psimn you» limih, I have a mind to cut your throat. 
Come, draw ! 

tide. Oh, pray, sir, don*t draw your sword-^^ra/, 
sir, don't! 

, Var. How, a coward 5 yet dare to do a man the 
greatest injury in the world I but your want of courage 
•ha *n't save your life, 

. Fi^. Hold, sir, hold! don't terrify me, and I'll 
satisfy you I could not injure you. 

Var, Now, quickly then ! What have you to wy ? 

fidt. I am a woman, sir} a very unfortunate- 
woman ! 

Var^ Hah 1 a very handsome one, I am sure. It it 
«p— But why in this masquerade Well, no matttr. 

Ftde. I hope, sir, you are so much a man of ho- 
nour as to let me go, now I have satisfied yoi^. 

Var, Let you go, madam ! 

Ftde. Yes, sir. You may guess my misfortune to 
be love, by my disguise 5 and I dare swear you will 
not urge me further un secrets which concern my 
honour. 

Var, Oh, no, madam, by no means — But I thought 
I saw my wife turn short upon the stairs just now. 
and run up in a great hurry before me. Has she not 
been with you ? 
. Fide. Yes, sir. 
Var. Well, and where is she gone ? 
-Jeide. Out of the house, I believe, sir. 
Var. And why so, madam ? 
fide. I know not, sir t perhapS;^ because she woyld 
H iij 
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not be forced to discover me to you 5 or, to guard me 
from your suspicions, that you might not discover 
me yourself. 

Vat, Well, madam, at any rate I am obliged to her 
for having left me alone with to charming a creature, 
—Lovely, bewitching woman ! 

fide. What do you mean ? Help, bo 1 

y4xf. »X is in vain to cry out — no one dares to help 
you \ I am lord here. 

fidi* Tyrant here ! — But, if you are the master ojf 
this house, which I have taken for a saa^hjary, do 
not violate it yourself* 

Var. No I'll fwreserve you in it, and nothing shall 
hurt you : I will be as true to you as your disguise, 
but you must trust me. 

Fide. You don't look like a villain, sir— Hdp> 

help I 

Footboy en^ters* 
Far. You saucy rascal, how durst you I— 
Boy. I come, sir, to let you know the coach is at 
the door. 

Far, Damn the coach 1 Well, madam, I shaU 

leave you for a little while I perhaps when I come 
back I shall find you in a better humour. Here, sir, 
help me in with this fellow, this dishonourer of my 
family. 

Boy. Fellow I your honour said she was a womaa* 
Var. No matter, sir j must you prate ? 
fide. Ob, Heavens I Is theic — r 
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Var<> Come^ madam, since you will yield to me no 
other way> you shall, at least, be my prisoner till I 
have leisure to examine you further— In there, in— 
I will know you better before I part with you, my 
pretty masquerader, or you shall have more strength 
and cunning than I think you have. [Exeunt^ 



ACT V. SCENE /. 



BlizaV Lodsingu Olivia, £liza> and Letticb 
enter. 

OUifia. 

Ah, cousin, nothing troubles me, but that I have 
3^ven the malicious world its revenge, and reason now 
to talk as freely of me as I used to do of it. 

EHz. Faith then let not that trouble you ; for to be 
plain, cousin, the world cannot talk worse of you than 
it did before. 

Olu How, cc^pin I I 'd have you to know before 
this faux-pas, this trip of mine, the world could not 
talk of me< 

Lett, Oh Lud, madam, here is my master 1 

Oli. Whither shall I run ? Suve, protect me from 
him! 

Varnish enters^ 
Far, Nay, n5iy, come I 
OU. Oh, sir I £or^i\e me* 
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Far, Yes, yes, I can forgive your being alone with 
a woman in man's clothes, but have a care of a man in 
woman's clothes I 

• OIL A woman in man^s clothes! What does he 
mean! l^jtde. 
. Far, Come, come, you need not have Iain out of 
your house for this ; but perhaps you were a&aid» 
when I was warm with suspicions, I must have dis- 
covered who she was* 

OH, Who she was ! Sure he dissembles only to get 
JUP into his power j or perhaps my young spark ^ 
imposed upon him ! [^AsuU. 

Far, Come, what's the matter with you ? If I mas$ 
not know who she was,, I am satisfied without — Come 
Jiither, 

OU, Sure you do k^ow her j she has told you lier- 
self, I suppose. 

^. Far, No, I might have known her better, but I was 
pbliged to go to the banker's 5 and so locked her into 
your chamber, with a design to examine her when I 
came back j but in the mean time she got away, by- 
tying the window curtains to the balcony, by which 
she slid down into the street — for you must know I 
jested, and made her believe I should be rude with 
Jhcr, which she apprehended, I suppose, in earnest. 

on. Then sh'e got from you ? 

Far, Yes, 

OH. And is qui^e gone. 
Far, Yes. 

OH, I am glad on 't — otherwise you -liad been rude 
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with her. — But how durst you go so far^ as to make 
her believe you would ? Let me understarkl that, sir 1 
What I there is guilt in your fece !— *You blush too I 
— Nay, then I see how things have happened' —Oh, you 
base fellow ! 
£//«. So, 80 ! 

Var. Nay, hear me ! — Pr*ythe6 — I swear— 

Oli, I have heard already too many of your false 
oath8> and vows, especially your last in the church i 
Wicked man I and wretclied woman that I am? 

Tar. My dear I— 

Olu My devil !— 

Var, Come, pr'ythee be appeased — and go home i I 
have been so uneasy all day, not knowing where to 
foA you — I '11 give you every satisfa6tion. 

Oli, Satisfaftion ! 

Var, Yes, do but go home, and I'll thoroughly sa- 
tisfy you — and then too we '11 have a fit of laughing 
at Manly, whom I am going to find at the King's 
Ams, where I hear he dined — Go, dearest, go home. 

Elt%, A very pretty turn indeed, tliis ! 

Var, Now, cousin, since by my wife I have the 
honour and privilege of callmg you so, I have some- 
thing to beg of you too 5 which is, not to take notice 
of our marriage to any person whatever, yet a while, 
for some reasons very important to me 5 and next, 
that you will do my wife the honour to go home with 
her, and me the favour to use that power you have 
with her, in our reconcilement. 

That I dare promise, sir, will be no hard 
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matter. Your servant. [ Exeunt Var . and Lett. 

——Well, cousin, this I confess was a reasonable 
hypocrisy; you were the better for it. 
; Oli. What hygocrisy ? 

Eliz, Why, this Jast deceit of your husband wag 
lawful, since in your own defence. 

Olu What deceit ? I would have you to know I 
&ever deceived my husband. 

, £,li%. You do not understand me: I say this was an 
honest, come oiF, and a good one. But what sort of a 
gallant must this be, who could so dexterously pass 
himself for a woman ? 

: OIL What do you mean by a gallant, and, passing 
for a woman ? 

Eliz, What do you mean? You sec yoiur husband 
took him for a woman. 

OIL Whom? . ' 

Elt%* Hey-day I why. the man he found with you | 
for whom, last night, you were so much afraid % and 
who you told me-— 

Oli, Lord, you rave sm e! 

Eliz, Why, you did not tell me last night?— 
. Oli, I know not what I might tell you last night in 
a fright. 

Eliz, Ay, wliat was that fright for ? — For a womanl 
Fie, this fooling is insipid, 'tis offensive. 
^ OIL And fooling with my honour will be more of«. 
fcnsive. Did not you hear my husband say— 

EUz, Come, you need not fear, I'll keep your 
^cret,^ 
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O//. My secret! I 'd have you to know, I have no 
need of confidants, though you value yourself on be* 
ingagoodone. 

£//"«. Admirable confidence ! 

OIL Confidence! Is this language to me? Nay, 
then 1 *ll never see your face again ! Lettice, wher6 
are you! Let us begone from this censorious, ill wo- 
man. [,E«tt\ 

Eliz» Your very humble servant, my sweet, good 
cousin! [Exit* 



SCENE If. 



A Tavern, Manly and Freeman discovered^ ' 
drinking at a table, 

Fre, -What, then you were going to her yesterday 
evening. 

Man. I did, as I tell you, intend it ; but, being de- 
tained on the way by an old ship-mate, jusl as I had 
got to the comer of the street, I met the volunteer, 
breathless, and almost frightened out of his wits, who 
gave me this whimsical relation of his adventure with 
her husband. 

Fre, Whimsical indeed ! Damn it — tlie fellow must 
be an ideot ! 

Man, I am not sorry the affair has happened, how- 
ever} for, upon second thoughts, the discovery I 
have to make should be public, and before a number 
of witnesses— 'She must be made as infampus as sh6 is 
guilty. 
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Fre, Well, I am your man at any mad work; so 
here 's my service to you — but I must now go look a 
little after my charge 5 I have disposed of him in the 
next room, with Lord Plausible, and Mr. Novel, who 
have been here to day, at the expence of a young 
Creole, at a turtle feast. 

. Man, Go your ways then, 1 won't detain you j but 
I «ay> you know Olivia's house, and will be sure not 
to let slip the hour, 
Fre» I warrant you. 

Man* And come strait up to her chamber^ without 
more ado ; and bring your charge, and my fellow 
Oakum, and whoever €lse you please j the greater 
your company the better. Here, take the watch— 
'T is now five o'clock, and, at half an hour after se- 
ven precisely- 

Fre, You need not doubt my diligence ; I am an 
old blood, and can naturally beat up a wench's quar- 
ters that won't be civil to my friend— Sha' n't wc 
break her windows too ? 

Man, No, no j be pun6lual only. [^Exit Fre. 

» Varnish enters. 

How 1 — Nay, here 's a friend indeed I And he that 
has him in his aims can know no wants. 

yar. Dear sii 1 and he that is in your arms is secure 
from all fears whatever : nay, our nation is secure by 
your defeat at sta j and the French that fought against 
you have proved enemies to tliemsclves only, in bring- 
ing you back to us. i 
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Man, Fie, fie — thi« from a friend ? And yet, from 
any other ^twere insuffeiable. I thought I should 
never have taken any thing ill from you. 

Far, A friend*8 privilege is to speak his mind, 
though it be ill takem 

Man. But your tongue need not tell me you thihk 
too well ofmej I have found it from youf heart* 
which spoke in adions, your unalterable heart. But 
Olivia is fal8e> my friend ^ which I suppose is no newt 
to you. 

Far. Why, no— it is not. 

Man. But could not you keep hef trufc to me } 

Faf, Not for my life, Sir. 

Man, But could you not perceive it at all before 1 
went ? Coilld She so deceive us both f 

Fat, I must confess, the first time 1 knew it was 
tlu-ee days after your departure, when she received the 
money you had left in Fleet-street, in her name j and 
her fears, it seems did not hinder her from counting 
it. You must trust her with all, like a true generous 
lover! 

Man, And she like a mean - » * 

Far, Jilting ' 

Man. Traiterous*— — 

Far, Base 

Man. Damn'd " ■ * 
Far. Mercenary struittpet 1 

Man, Ay, a mercenaiy strumpet indeed ! for she 
made me pay her before I had her. 
Far. How !— why, have you liad her ? 
1 
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Man, Havel! 

Var, Nay, she deserves you should report it. 
Man. Report itl — By Heaven, 'tis true! 
Far, How ! — sure not I 

Man. I do not use to lie, nor you to doubt sne* 
Far. When ? 

Man, The night before last. 
Far, Confusion ! 

Man. But,what— .you wonder at it! nay, you seem 
to be angry too. 

Far, I cannot but be enraged against her, for her 
usage of you } daum'd, infamous, common jade ! 

Man. But you do not, for so great a friend, take 
pleasure enough in your friend's revenge, methinks. 

Far^ Yes, yes, I am glad to know it, since it is so. 

Man. You cannot tell who that rascal her cuckold 
is? 

Far, No. 

Man. She would keep it from you, I suppose. 
Far, Yes, yes. 

Man. You would laugh, if you knew but ail the 
circumstances of my gaining her: come, I'll tell 
you. 

Far, Damn her ! I do n't care to hear any more of 
her, 

Man, Well, you shall hear it presently, then , and, 
in the mean time, pr'ythee go to her, but not from 
me, and tiy if you can get her to lend me an hun- 
dred pounds of my money, which I am at pi-esent in 
great want of. You may, p?rhap$, have some influ^ 
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ence witii her ; and I suppose there is no recorering 
it by law. 

Far. Not any j think not of it 5 nor by this way 
neither. 

Man, What have you in your head, that makes 
jou seem so imquiet ? 

Far. Only this base impudent woman^s fialsehood. 

Man, Oh> my dear friend^ be not you too sensible 
of my wrongs, for then I shall feel them too with 
more pain, and think them insufferable. 

Far, But why can't you go to Olivia yourself? me- 
thinks she that granted you the last favour, as they 
call it, should not deny you any thing. — I understand 
not that point of kindness, I confess. 

Man, No, you do not understand it, and I have not 
time to let you know all now : but anon, at supper, 
we*il laugh at leisure together at Olivia's cuckold, 
who took a young fellow, that goes betwixt his wife 
and me, for a woman. 

Far. Hal 

Man. Senseless, easy rascal ! 't was no wonder she 
chose him for a husband. She thought him, I thank 
her, fitter than me for that blind, bearing office. 

Far. Take a young fellow for a woman, say you ? 
— 'Sdeath, 't is impossible I could be mistaken I {Aside, 
Sure he must be a dolt indeed! 

Man. Oh, a very buzzard ! Did ycu ever hear sa 
ridiculous a circumstance ? 

Far, Never, neven 
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Man, Well, but, my dear friend, I must be gone 
immediately, in order to meet Olivia again to-night. 
Var, To-night ! It cannot be, sure \ 
Man, ^Tis not two hours since I made my young 
man write to her for that purpose j and she appointed 
half an hour after seven precisely — In short, I am, 
and I am not to meet her — It is a riddle, but shall be 
explained. 

Var* But do n't you apprehend the husband ? ■ - 
Man. He, suiveiiing gull, a, thing to be feared !~ 
A husband- -the tamest of creatures ! 
Var^ Very line I 

Man, But I must go to my appointment: you*lI 
meet me here at supper, and then we have our laugh 
out. \^ExiU 

Far, [Alone,'] Ay, I Ml meet with you, but it shall 
be at Olivia's— Sure it cannot be! she behaves so 
calmly, with that honest, modest assurance, it can't 
be true— -And yet he does not use to lie — But then 
the woman in man's clothes, whom he calls a man — 
Well, but I know her to have been a woman— But 
then again, his appointment from her to meet with 
liim to-night : I am distra6!:ed more with doubt than 
jealousy. Well, I have no way but to go home imme- 
diately, put on a riding suit, and pretend, to my wife, 
the same business which carried me out of town last 
requires me to go post to Oxford again to night : then 
if the appointment he boasts of be true, 'tis sure to 
hold ; and I shall have an opportunity either of clear- 
ing heri or revenging myself on both. * [Exit^ 
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AMOtber Kom m tbn same Tavern t Tables emd Chairs. 

Major Oldpox, Mrs. Blaokacrb, and afterwardi 

Couiueilor Quillet enter. 

Old. But bow is it possible, madam, tbat you can 
prove your son has no right to his father's estate ? 

Mrs. Black. Let me alone for that, sir 5 I 'U get a 
lawyer shall prove black's white, if occasion be. But 
luppose I prove it by his father's will j I have a will, 
sir \ or can have one made \ and how is it he can help 
himself ? 

Old. Nay, then, indeed 

Mrs. Black. Yes, yes, I '11 shew the villain that he 
took the wrong sow by the ear, when he meddled with 
me : I '11 lead him such a law^ dance, major, as he ne- 
ver was led in his life ; and make him pay the piper 
into the bargain. — Come, counsellor, we shall be quite 
snug here — Major, you are sure it was at this house 
the villain appointed us to meet him ? 

Old, Yes, yes, madam, I am very sure 5 and have 
left orders below accordingly. 

Mrs. Black, Well, I suppose he'll be for coming to 
a compromise 5 but there is no harm in being prepar- 
ed—Mr. Quillet, let us sit down. 

Counsel. Just as you please, madam j sit or let it 
alone, 't is the same thing to me. 

Mrs. Black. I say, counsellor, in part I have al- 
ready told you what I would have done — With rc- 
I iij 
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gard to this testament, there are three things to be 
considered 

Counsel. Ay, madam, we '11 consider them. 

Mrs, Black. WcU, but bear me outj do nY snap 
one up so— I say there are three things to be consi- 
dered—First, to prove whether the testator was compos 
jw«frt'i— Secondly, whether he was iftopf concUii — And* 
Thirdly, whether there was a sufficient froha t 

CounsfL Nay^ nay, but^ madam, this is all unneces^ 
sary, 

Mrs. Black, l/nnecessary ! What do you mean ?— 
Was it not so ruled — Catling, 15th Edward the first, 
folio B ? Was it not afterwards confirmed in the Ex* 
chequer chamber, upon error, from banco re^s ? 1 
JLook at your reports, sir ; Crook James, 114. 

Counsel, Lackaday, Mrs. Blackacre, you arc really 
talking in the clouds— ^have got quite out of your 
sphere ! — I tell you, there was no devise till the zjth 
Henry VIII, 

Mrs. Black. I s^y there was, sir. 

Counsel. You mean, Mrs. Blackacre, there was de* 
vise in common-law, but not in secundt^ siatutum i 
|o that your quotation is quite foreign to the purpose; 
\a fine, the whole is nonsense, and I jsee you know 
nothing of the law, 

Mrs. Black. No, sir ! But I '11 shew you that 1 dq 
know something of the law j and I *11 lay you five 
hundred pounds to your nosegay, that I know more of 
tt)? kw than you do ^ and you shall be instru^ed ( 
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Counsel, Not by you, madam j not by you I Send 
your solicitor to me i there's your paper of memo- 
randums. 

Mrs. Black, Impertinent ! My paper of memoran- 
dums ! Odds my life ! Return me my fee too then j 
my five guineas that I gave you I 

Counsel, Don't put yourself in a passion, Mrs. 
Biackacre 5 I am always calm. As to your fee, I 
shall not return it 5 for if it was double the sum, I 
have had trouble enough for it. 

Mrs. Mlack, Trouble 1 Major, did you ever see such 
usage as this ? 

Counsel, To be short with you, madam, you are a 
person, whose affairs I do not choose to meddle with j 
for your causes are such as have been set on the left 
side of the book any time these six years j and, since 
your evidence at the last Hilary sittings was pilloried, 
my lord chief justice talks of making an order, that 
you sliail not teaze his court any more, 

Mrs. Black, Make an order I Make an order against 
ine, that I should not teaze I No, no, they know 
vvhich side their bread is bettered on better than that, 
^cod, if it was not for me, many a one that's saucy 
enough in the courts would make but a scurvy figure 
put ot them. 

Counsel, Come, come, madam, that affair of the 
evidence was very black. 

Mrs. Black, 'T is false, sir 1 'T was all a prejudice, 
l^ecause he was an Irishman : but. If there was any 
ip-oguexy in it, did not you draw his instru^ions ? 



Digitized by 



too THfi PtAiN DEALRll. Act 

C9unsiU Youdcluded> you deceived me— But guard 
your expressions, Mrs. Blackacrcj guard your expres- 
sions 5 have a care of an a£tion of scandal. 

Mrs. Black, Odd's my life, is this language to me, 
you puny upstart of the law ! You green-bag carrier! 
You murderer of unfortunate causes ! The clerk*s 
ink is scarce off your fingers I What a shame it is 
that women should not plead their causes them- 
selves, and not be obliged to employ such ignorant 
mongrels ! 

Counsel. Well, madam, very well 1 Take notice, 
you are in the hands of the law— I call you to wit- 
ness, sir, that this woman has attacked my reputation 
—Depend upon it, the bench shall hear of you, and 
my lord chief justice detennine which is the best 
lawyer, you or I. [Exit. 

Mrs. Black, I have not patience ! I '11 have hiiii 
caned I I Ul have him caned in the courts, if it costs 
me ten thousand pounds— an impudent, saucy — ^make 
a rule against me ! — ^And you, major, sitting there, 
with your mouth open— are you a man, a soldier ! to 
wear a sword by your side, and see me treated — Oh, 
I wish I had a sword ! 

Old, Don't make yourself uneasy, madam 5 I war- 
rant we '11 be up with him ! I 'U write an essay against 
him in the newspapers 5 I can get any thing put in 
for five shillings and sixpence. 

Mrs. Black. Go, go, you are a silly old ats. 
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Waiter enters. 

Waiter, What *s the matter^ madam ? 

Mrs. Black, Nothing, nothing ; go down stairs 
Make a ririe against me ! Odd's my life !— I wish 
they durst I egad the parliament should hear of it I 

Freeman, Bailiffs Jerry ^«/fr. 
Jer. O, law I My mother quarrelling with the wai- 
ter. — —What 's the matter here ? wo n't she pay the 
reckoning ? ^ 

fre. Bailiffs, execute your writ} there's your 
prisoner. 

BmL We arrest you in the king's nan^, at the suit 
of Mr. Freeman, guardian to Jeremiah Blackacre, 
Esq. in an adion of ten thousand pounds. 
. Mrs. Black, How, how ! in a choke bail action ? 

fre. Yes, yes \ you are taken indeed, madam 5 and 
)nre have discovered your equitable design of provid- 
ing us with a forged will. 

Mrs. Black, Undone, undone \ no man was ever too 
hard for me till now. Oh, Jerry ! child, wilt thou 
vex the mother that bore thee ? 

Jer, Ay, for bearing me before wedlock, as you 
say : but I '11 teach you to call a Blackacre a bastard, 
though you are never so much my mother. 

Mrs. Black, Weil, I am undone ! not one trick left! 

Cruel sir, a word with you, I pray. 

¥re. In vain, madam j you have no way to rdease 
yourself now, but by the bonds of matrimony* 
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Mrs, Black, How, sir, how! Matrimony 1 that were 
but to sue out an habeas corpus for a removal from 
t)ne prison to another. 

Fre, BailiiFs, siway with her I 

Mrs. Blaci, Ob, stay, sir t Can you be so cruel at 
to bring me under covert baron again, and put it out 
of my power to sue in my own name ? But I see, sir^ 
your aim in all this§ and if you think proper, to 
make us both easy, I will, out of my jointure, secure 
you an annuity of three hundred pounds a year» and 
pay your debts ; and that^s all you younger brothen 
desire to many a widow for, I am sure. 

Fre. Now, madam, you are come to the point I 
Wanted to bring you to : but you sl^all find I will not 
be behind hand with you in generosity— I believe I 
need not tell you, widowy that I have suiiered some 
injuries from your family, and there is now an estate 
in it, which lawfully and honestly belongs to me. 

Mrs. Black, Why, sir, I do remember something, 
and if you will be so good as to let me speak to my 
attorney—— 

Fre, As for that, madam, there is no occasion— ~ 
the land in question brings in abotit four hundred 
pounds a year | secure me that, and your person and 
your son you are welcome to dispose of as you please* 

Jcr, What, I hope, master Guardian, you are not 
making agreements without me 1 

Fre, No, no. First, widow, you must say no more 
that he is a bastard | have a care of that x and then he 
must have a settled exhibition oE one hundred pounds 
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a year^ and a nag of assize8> kept by you, but not 
upon the common. 

Mrs. Black, Well, I can grant all this. 

Jer. Ay, ay, fair words butter no cabbage : but, 
Guardian, make her sign-— sign and seal \ or other- 
wise, if you knew her as well as I, you would not 
trust her word for a farthing. 

/tv. I warrant you, 'squire.— Come, my lawyer, 
with writings ready drawn, is within, and in haste. 

Mrs. Blacks Make a rule against me ! a paltry 
jackanapes ! 



SCENE II. 



OliviaV House* Olivia seated at a Table nmth Candles^ 
and a small Cabinet. 

OH, Sure no intrigue was ever attended with so 
many odd circumstances as this of mine ! I always 
knew Varnish was a silly fellow, but I thought he 
had too much experience to mistake a man for a wo- 
man. 1 am glad I picked a quarrel with Eliza how- 
ever, because now people will never believe I was in 
her power, but take for malice whatever she may say 
to my disadvantage. But 't is just the hour I ap- 
. pointed my young sailor.— And, as if my husband 
had not committed blunders enough already, he is 
again conveniently gone out of town, to give me a 
better opportunity of entertaining him : but I mar- 
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ried him for convenience. oW, don't I hear 

somebody treading softly along the passage ? 

Fidelia enters through the back scene. 
Who 's there > my dear I 
Fide. My life ! 

OH. Well, this is kind ; now I think you really love 
me^ because you are punftual to your assignation. I 
was afraid the misadventure when you was here last 
would have frightened you from coming any more j 
and then I should have been so unhappy 

Fide, Why, really, madam, I was under some ap« 
prehensions. 

OH, Go, you little coward ! You a son of Neptune, 
and talk of fear !— But stay, I '11 lock the door, though 
tliere be no occasion for it, but to keep out your fears» 
and those ugly fits you tell me you are subjeft to. 

Man. [At the door,^ You have impudence enough 
to give me fits, and make revenge still impotent. 

Oli. What do you say ? 

Fide. Madam! 

Oti. I thought I heard you speak — Come — sit down | 
here — What makes you so pensive ? 

Fide. I am thinking, madam, if your husband I 
should surprise us again I j 

OH. There 's no danger ; he 's ten miles out of | 
town by this time : however, do n't mention bis 
name, lest it should prove ominous. 

Fide. Well, but won't you give me the satisfaftioa 
of ttllingyou how I abused him last ? 
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OH, I have heard enough of it : I hate any discourse 
when he or Manly must be part of the subje^V. No, 
let me rather resume the conversation I began yester- 
day. Are you willing to go off with me ? 

Fide, Whither, madam ? 

0/f. Any where — to Lapland or India— I repeat it 
once more — I have a sufficient fortune to make us 
bappy. \Jrampling nAtboiut, 

Fide, Hist ! Do n*t I hear a noise ? 

OH. No, no. {Trampling. 

Fide, Pray, madam, listen ; I am sure I hear tlie 
motion of feet upon the stairs. 

on, I tell you 'tis no such thing. [TrampUng. 

Fide, Hark ! it grows louder. 

OH, Be silent then — ^There 's somebody tampering 
with the lock of the door. — Step gently this way— 
[Varnish speaks nvithin,'] Death and confusion, 'tis 
my husband! I heard him speak to the footboy — he 
has sent him round to bar the garden gate. 

Fide, I thought, madam, your husband was out of 
town, you said. 

OH, No, no, 't is he. FooL that I was to trust in 
his pretended ignorance, or think his reconcilement 
real 5 he has laid this train purposely for my undoing. 
He has stopt the only passage we could get out by ; 
and I know his revengeful temper so well, if he finds 
us here he '11 murder us. Let us escape your way by 
the balcony : here, take this cabinet, it contains jewels 
and bank notes to a considerable value j here, put out 
K 
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the candles, while I go into the next room and pull 
down the curtains. [Exit. 



MAViLY enters. p 

Fide. This cabinet I believe is your's, sir. 

Man, It is mine now, indeed ; and shall never es- 
cape from me again, at least to her. 

Fide^ Did you ever hear such a wretch, sir ? 

Man, A wretch ! Why, she makes love like a devil 
in a play. But she wanted to elope with you, sir j 
you never told me that ! 

Fide, Oil, sir, I have not told you half her wicked- 
ness J [Loud noise, '] but they are breaking open the 
door. What shall I do, sir ? 

Man. Stay where you are, and fear nothing. Now 
we shall see who this happy man is she calls husband. 

Varnish enters. 

Far. With much labour and forcing, I have at last 
gained admittance : but now, to £nd out the occasion 
of all this privacy and barricading — I heard people 
talk in the room, I am sure— Hah ! what 's here ? 

Man. Sword and dark lantern, villain, are some 
odds ; however, I believe I shall be able to deal with 
you. Do n't be frightened my little volunteer. 

Fide. Only for your life, sir. 

Far, Damnation ! two at once— but I '11 make sure 
of one of them at least. 

Fide, Murder! Help! Mulder I 
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Olivia entirsy and then Freeman, Lord Plausible 
Novel. 

OB. What means this nproar? Distraftion! My 
husband has got in ! then we shall have murder in- 
deed. Oh stay, you must not kill one unable to de- 
fend himself! — Lights, lights !— — 

Footboy^w, nmtb lights. 
Man. Now, sir, where are you ? Freeman, look to 
the door. Hold, my dearest, after so much kindness 
past between us, I cannot part with you yet — ^Free- 
man, let nobody outj for, notwithstanding your 
lights, we are still in the dark, till this gentleman 
turns his face. How ! Varnish ! Are you the happy 
man ? You ! Vou I — Speak, I say — ^but your guilty 
silence tells me all. Well, I will not upbraid you $ 
let your own refle6tion6 be your punishment>— Fare ye 
well, sir 1 

Fre. Look yonder, captain, to the volunteer j he is 
hurt, and I believe fainting. 

Fide. No, sir, 't is only my fright, not yet well oven 
I ihall recover here in the next room. 

Man. My boy htirt ? 

Mrs. Black acre and Jik^y enter. 
Mrs. Black. I dare swear there is something goin^^ 
fnward contrary to the statute , and as in that re- 
markable case. Stokes plaintiff, against Jenkins and 
other defendants. But I'll take minutes} for per- 
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haps one side or other may choose to bring it into the 
courts. 

Jcr. Well, my mother will never let the law alone, 
I see that $ for when she at a loss for wherewithal to 
go herself, she \ for setting other people at it. 

Man* Oh, Heaven !— Freeman, come here I 

Frf, How now I What 's the matter ? 

Man, More miracles still— The volunteer 's a wo- 
man. 

, AH. A woman! 

Fide. Dear captain, spare my blushes 5 yet where- 
fore should I be ashamed of a virtuous and generous 
passion ? Yes, I am a woman, I own it j and, through 
love for the worthiest of men, have attempted to fol- 
low him in this disguise, partly out of fear to disclose 
my sentiments, for I knew of his engagements to 
that lady ; and the constancy of his nature, which no- 
thing but herself could have changed. 

Matt, Dear madam, I desired you to bring me out 
of confusion, and you have given me more ; I know 
not what to speak to, or how to look upon you j the 
sense of my rough and iU usage gives me more pain 
now it is over, than you felt when you suffered it 
but, if my affe61ions, once prostituted to such a wo- 
man— 

Oli, My breast bums with fury, indignation^ dis- 
dain > and must have vent. Coxcomb, ideot^ brute! 
But think not long to triumph, tor I go to have such 
vengeance on ye 

L. Plau. Ma'am, will you permit, me the honour of 
your fair hand ? 
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Olt. Take it. [Strikes bim and exit. 

No*u. Ha, ha, ha ! There 's for your gcDtleman. 
xishership, my lord 1 Well, what do you think of her 
now ? Did not I always tell you she was a jilt ? 

'L. Plau. Take it from me, Mr. Novel, she's a 
lady of great virtue and delicacy 5 though, indeed, 
I could not have believed her £ngers to have been quite 
so hard. 

Mrs. Black. But, pray, Captain Manly, a word with 
you. Is not this my cousin Olivia's house and furni- 
ture ? And do you ejeft her, seize on her goods syid 
chattels in et armis ? Ecod, if I was she, I 'd make de- 
mand — ^bring my trover. 
I Man, Good Mrs. Blackacre, be pacified : if your 
I cousin had her deserts, the law would be her greatest 
enemy. And now, madam, let me beg of you lo ac- 
cept of this ; and with it my heart : both, I ponfess, 
too small a recompence for your merit : for you de- 
serve the Indian world, and I would go thither out of 
covetousness for your sake. 

Fide, Your heart, sir, is a present of that value, I 
can never make any return for it : but I can give you 
back such a present as this, which I got by the death 
of my father, a gentleman of the North, whose only 
child I was ; [Gi'ves a paper.'] therefore left me in the 
present possession of 2000I. a year« The name of my 
family is Grey ; my other, Fidelia 5 the rest of my 
story you shall know when I have fewer auditors. 

Man. Nay, madam, you now take from me all 
power of making you any compliment on my part : I 
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i?ra8 going to tell you, that on your account only, I 
would forego the pleasures of a retirement I haye 
long wished for, and be agahi reconciled to the world' 
which was grown odious to me: but if I should, 1 
doubt my friend here would say it was 3rour estate 
made me friends with it. 

Fre, I must confess I should ; for I think ^nost of 
our quarrels to the world, are just such as we some- 
times have to a handsome woman, only because she 
won't grant us as many favours as we could wish. 

Man, Nay, if you are a Plain Dealer too, give mt 
your hand 5 and for your two sakes, though I have 
been so lately deceived in both sexes, I will believe 
there are still in the world good-natured friends who 
are not prostitutes, and handsome women worthy to 
be friends . [Exeunt Onaus, 



THB END. 
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GEORGE LILLO, 



This Gentleman was by profession i, jeweller, and 
was bom in the neighbourhood of Moorgate in Lon- 
don, on the 4th of Feb. 1693, in which neighbourhooci 
he pursued his occupation for many years with the 
fairest and most unblemished chara6ter. He was bred 
lip in the principles of the Protestant Dissenters j but 
let his religious tenets have been what they would, he 
would have been an honour to any se6t he had adhered 
to. He was strongly attached to the Muses, yet seemed 
to have laid it doWn as a maxim, that the devotion paid 
to them ought always to tend to the promotion of vir- 
tue, morality, and religion. In pursuance of this aim, 
Mr. Lillo was happy in the choice of his subjects, and 
shewed great power of affecting the heart, by working 
up the passions to such a height, as to render the dis- 
tresses of common and domestic life as equally inte- 
resting to the audiences as that of kings and heroes^ 
and the ruin brought on private families by an indul- 
gence of avarice, lust, Sec. as the havock made in states 
and empires by ambition, cruelty or tyranny. 

His George Bamixjellf Fatal Curiosity, and Arden of 
Fe'versham, are all pjanned on common and well-known 
stories 5 yet they have perhaps more frequently drawn 
tears from an audience, than the more pompous tra- 
gedies of Alexander the Great , All for Ld^ve^ See* parti* 
Aij 
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cular}/ the first of them, which, being founded on a 
well-known old ballad, many of the critics of that time, 
who went to the first representation of it, formed so 
contemptible an idea of the piece in their expe^ations, 
that tbejr purch?i§ed the ballad, some thousands of 
which were used in one day on this accoui^t, in order 
to draw compaiisons between <hat and the play. But 
the merit of the play soon got the better of this con- 
tempt, and presented them with scenes written so truly 
to the heart, that they ^ere compelled to subscribe to 
their power, and drop their ballads to tajte up their 
handkerchiefs, 

Mr. Lillp, as T before observed, has l^een happy iq 
the choice of his subjefts ; his conduft in the manage- 
ipent of tliem is no less meritorious, and his Pathos 
very great. If there is any fault to be objected to his 
writings, it is that sometimes he affefts an elevation of 
Style somewhat above the simplicity of his subject, and 
the supposed rank of his chara6iers j but the custom 
of tragedy will stand in some degree of excuse for this^ 
and a still better cr^ument perhaps may be admitted 
in vindication, not only of our present author, but of 
other writers in the like predicament, which is, that 
tven nature itself will justify this conduct, since we 
f}nd even the most humble chara6lers in real lii'e, when 
under peculiar circumstances of distress, or a^luated 
by the influence of any violent passions, will at tiroes 
b9 elevated to an aptness of expression and ppwcf 9l[ 
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language, not only greatly superior to themselves, but 
even to the general language of convertation of per- 
sons of much higher rank in life, and df minds mori^ 
()erfeftly cultivated. 

In the Prologue to Elmmck^ Which not a£^e<l 
until after tke author^s death, k is said, that when h6 
Wrote that play he <ums depressed by ivant^ and afflicted 
by disease j but in the former particular there appears 
to be evidently a mistake, as he died possessed of an 
estate of 66/. per annufn^ besides other effefts to a con- 
siderable valuci The late editor of his works (Mr* 
Davics), in two volumes, limo. 17^5, relates the fol- 
lowing story of his author, which however We cannot 
think adapted to convey any favourable impression of 
the person of t#iom it is told : < Towards the litter 
« part of his life, Mr* Lillo, whether from judgement 

* or humour, determined to put the sincerity of his 

* friends^ who jw^ofcsscd a very high regard for hiraj 
« to a trial. In order to carry on this design^ he put 
« in pra^ice an odd kind of stratagem : he asked one 

* of his intimate acquaintance to lend him a consider- 

* able sum of moneys tmd for this he declared he would 

* give no bond^. nor any other security j except a note 
« of hand j the person to whom he applied, not liking 

* the terms, civilly jefused him* 

* Soon after, Liilo met his nephew, T^r. tJnderWood, 
< with whom he had been at variance for some time* 
A 
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* He put the same question to him, desiring him to 

* lend him money upon the same terms. His nephew, 

* either from a sagacious apprehension of his uncle'* 
« real intention, or from generosity of spirit, immedi- 

* ately offered to comply with his request. Lillo was 

< so well pleased with this ready compliance of Mr. 

< Underwood, that he immediately declared that he 
was fully satisfied with the love and regard that his 

< nephew bore him j he was convinced that his ff iend- 
f ship was entirely disinterested, and assured him that 

* he ahaul^ reap the benefit such generous behaviour 

* deserved. In consequence of this promise, he be* 
« queathed him the bulk of his fortune.* 

The same writer aays, that Lillo in his person wa^ 
lusty, but not tall, and of a pleasing aspe^, though 
unhappily deprived of the sight of one eye. 

Onr author died Sept. 3, 1739, in ^^^^ 4-7th year of bis 
age 5 and a few months after his death, Henry Fielding 
printed the following chai'afterof himin The Champion: 

* He had a perfeft knowledge of human nature, though 

* his contempt of all base means of application, which 

< are the necessary steps to great acquaintance, restrain- 

* ed his conversation within very narrow bounds. He 
' < had the spirit of an old Roman, joined to the inno- 

< cence of a priniitive Christian ; he was content with 

* hifi little state of life, in which his excellent temper 
« of mind gave him an happiness bcypnd the power of 
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* riches, and it was nec^sary for his friends to have 

* a sharp insight ^into bis want of their services, as 

* well as good inclination or abilities to serve him. 

* In short he was one of the best of men, and those 
< who knew hS best will most regret his loss.* 

Whincop (or the compiler of the list of plays affixed 
to his Scanderbeg) has indeed spoke but slightingly 
of his genius, on account of some little sort of rival- 
ship and pique subsisting between that gentleman and 
our author with respect to a tragedy of the latter" s, 
entitled, The Christian Hero, written on the same story 
with the Scanderbeg of the former. Notwithstand- 
ing which, under the sanction not only of the success 
of his pieces, but also of the commendations bestowed 
on them by Mr. Pope, and other indisputable judges, 
I shall venture to affirm that Mr. Lillo is far from 
standing in the lowest rank of merit (however he may 
be ranged with respefl to fame) among our dramatic 
writers. 

His dramatic pieces are seven In number, and their 
titles as follow : > 

Sylvia; or The Country Burial. O. 8vo. i7jo. 
The London Merchant; or the History of George Barn« 
well. T. 8vo. i73r. 

The Christian Hero. T. 8vo. N. D. [VysfJ 
The Fatal Curiosity. T. 8vo. 1737. 
Marina, a Play, 8vo. 1738. 
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Britannia and Batavia. M. 8vo. 1740. 

Elmerick ; or Justice Trium^ant. T. 8vo. 1740. 

Arden of Feversham. F. 12 mo. 176^ 

In the proposals for puittiing LiUo's works some 
years ago, besides the above, was coni|bed one piecei 
called, \ 

' The Regulators.* 
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This piece consists of but three a£ls. The story of 
it, however, is very simple and affe^ng, and is said to 
Jiave been founded on a real faft which happened on 
^he western coast of England. The circumstance, of 
a son long absent from His parents, keeping himself, 
on his return to visit them, for some time unknown, 
is natural and unforced, while at the same time their 
being induced by the depth of their distress and pe- 
nury to resolve on and perpetrate his murder, foF the 
sake of the treasures he had shewn them he was pos- 
sessed of, is produ6Vive of some very fine scenes of in- 
termin|Jed horror and tenderness, when they come to 
be inforfned of the dreadful deed they have committed* 
In short, the play is in our opinioi) equal, if not supe- 
rior, to any of this author's other works, and, when 
a6^ed where it made its first appearance, met with a 
very favourable reception. 



Digitized by 



PROLOGUE. » 



WRITTEN BY HENliY FIELDIN<5> ES<^ 
8POKEN BY MR. ROBERTS* 



The tragic muse has long forgot to please 
H^ith Sbakspere^s natwey or tvitb Fletcher* s ease s 
No passion morv'dy thro* fi^ve long aSlsyousrt, 
Charm' d ivltb the poet'*s lat^uage^ or his wit. 
Fine things are said, no fnatier whence they falli 
Each single cbara£ler ndght speak them all» 

But from this modem fashionable *way. 
To night, our author begs your league to stray. 
No fustian hero rages here to night j 
^0 armies fall to fix a tyrant* s right : 
From lower life we draw our scene's distress t 
■ Let not your equals mo*veyour pity less I 
Firtue distrest tn bumble state support j 
Nor think, she ne'ver lives without the court. 

Tho' to our scenes no royal robes belong, 

Andtbo* our little stttge as yet be young. 
Throw both your scorn and prejudice aside, 
Let us with favour, not contempt be trfd ; 
Thro'' the first aSs a kind attcntipn lend. 
The growing scene shall force you to attend \ 
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Shall catch the eyes of e*very tender fairy 
And make them charm their lo vers uuith a tear, 
ft he lo'ver too by pity shall impart 
fiis tender passion to his fair one^s heart : 
ne breast ivbich others anguish cannot move. 
Was ne'er the seat of friendship, or of lo<ue^ 
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Men* 

Old WiLMoT, - * * - - - Mf. Roberts. 

Young WiLMOT, « * i - - Mr. Dayis. 

Eustace, - - ----- Mr. Wooburn* 

Randal, - - ----- Mr. Blakes. 

JVomen, 

AoNESj Wife to oldWilmot, - * Mrs. Clarke. 

Charlot^ - - -- -- MissJoncs^ 



Maria> - -- -- -- -- Miss Karven 

Vistors, Men and Women. 



SctVE, Pairyn in Cornwall, 
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ACTL SCENE 1. 



J Room in Wilmot's House. Old WiLMOT s^lus, 
Old mimot. 

The day is far advancM ; the chearful sun ] 
Pursues with vigour his repeated course ; 
No labours lessening, nor no time decaying 
His strength, or splendor*, evermore the same. 
From age to age his influence sustains 
Dependent worlds, bestows both life and motion 
Oh the dull mass that forms their dusky orbs, 
Chears them with heat, and gilds them with his 

brightness. 
Yet man, of jarring elements composed. 
Who pbsts from change to ^hange, fromrthc first hour 
Of his frail being till his dissolution. 
Enjoys the sad prerogative above liim. 

To think, and to be wretched What is life. 

To him that's born to die ! or what that wisdom 
Whose peifeftion ends, in knowing we know nothing t 
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' Mere contradiction all ! A tragick farce. 
Tedious tho' short, and without art elaborate, 
Ridiculously sad 

Randal enters. 

Where hast been, Randal ? 

Rand, Not out of Penryn, sir j but to the strand. 
To hear what news from Falmouth since the storm 
*X)f wind last night. 

O. Wilm. It was a dreadful one. 

Rand. Some found it so. A noble ship from India 
^ Entering in the hai bour, run upon a rock. 
And there was lost. 

O. IVilm, What came of those on board her ? 

Rand, Some few are sav'd j but much the greater par^ 
•Tis thought, are perished. 

O, Wihn, They are past the fear 
Of future tempests, or a wreck on shore 5 
Those who escaped, are still expos'd to both. 

Rand. But I've heard news, much stranger than this 
shipwreck 

Here in Cornwall. The brave Sir Walter Raleigh, 
*Being arrived at Plymouth from Guiana, . 
A most unhappy voyage, has been betray'd 
By base Sir Lewis Stukeley, his own kinsman^ 
And seiz'd on by an order from the court j 
And 'tis reported, he must lose his head, 
To satisfy the Spaniards. 

O. mim. Not unlikely ; 
Ifis martial genius does not suit the timet. 
• 
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There's now no insolence thsrt Spain can offers 

But to the shame of this pacifick reign. 

Poor England must submit to— Gallant man! 

Posterity perhaps may do thee justice, 

And praise thy courage, learning and integrity. 

When thou'rt past hearing : thy successful enemies. 

Much sooner paid, have th^ir reward in hand. 

And know for what they labour'd.— *-Snch cvcitts 

Must, questionless, excite all thinking raen^ 

To love and pi-afHse virtue! 

Rand. Nay \ 'tis certain. 
That virtue ne'er appears so like itself. 
So truly bright and great, as when opprest. 

O. Wilm. I understand no riddles.— Where*s your 
■ mistress ? 

Rand, I saw her pass the High-street towards the 
minster. 

O. IVilm, She's gone to visit Chariot— She doth well. 
In the soft bosom of that gentle maid. 
There dwells mote goodness, than the rigid race 
Of moral pedants, e'er believ'd, or taught. 
With what amazing constancy and truth. 
Both she sustain the absence of our son. 
Whom more than life she loves ! How shun for him. 
Whom we shall ne'er see more, the rich and great 5 
Who own her charms more than supply the want 
Of shining heaps, and sigh to make her happy. 
Since our misfortunes, we have foxmd no friend. 
None who regarded our distress, but her 5 
And she, by what I have obscrv'd of lat©» 
Bij 
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Is tired, jot exkausted*— cunt condition ! 
To live a burden to one only friend. 
And blast k)tr ^routh with our contagious woe I 
Who that had reason, soul, or sense would bear it 
A moment longer I — ^Then this honest wretch 1 j 
I must dismiss him— Why should I detain 
A grateful, gen'rous youth to perish with me ? 
His service may procure him bread elsewhere, 
Tho* I havf none to give him. — ^Pr'ythee, Randal ! 
How long hast thou been with me } 

Rand, Fifteen years. 
I was a very child when first you took me, 
To wait upon your son, my dear young master ! 
I qh have wbh^d, I'd gone (o India with him ; 
Tho' you, desponding, give him o'er for lost. . 

[Old Wilraot nMipes bis ej{s^ 
I am to blame-i — Tl^is talk revives your sorfow 
For his absence.^ 

O. IVilm, I|ow psui (hat be revived, 
Which neyer died ? 

Rand. The whole of my intent 
Was to confers your bounty, that supplied 
The loss of both my parents : I was long 
The objeft of your charitable care. 

O, JVilm. No more of that : Thou'^t lenred 
longer since 
Without reward j so tliat account is balanced. 
Or rathpr I'm thy debtor— I remember. 
When poverty began to show her face 
^ithin these walls, and all my other servants^ 
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Like pamperM vermin ih>m a falling house. 

Retreated with the plunder they bad gainM^ 

And left me too indulgent and remits 

For such ungrateful wretches, to be crushed 

Beneath the ruin they had helpM to make. 

That you, more good than wise, refusM to leave me. 

Rand, Nay, I beseech you, sir I— — 

O. H^ilm. With my distress. 
In perfeft contradi<^tion to the world. 
Thy love, respeft and diligence increased j 
Now all the recompence within my power. 
Is to discharge thee, Randal, from iny hard. 
Unprofitable service. 

Rand, Heaven I forbid. ' 
Shall I forsake you in your worst necessity ? ■ <■ 
Believe me, sir I my honest soul abhors 
The barbVous thought. 

O. JVilm, What 1 canst thou feed on air f 
I have not left wherewith to purchase food 
For one meal mj|re« 

Rand, Rather than leave you thus, 
I'll beg my bread, and live on others botmty 
While I serve you. 

O, IVilm, Down, down my swelling hearty 
Or burst in silence : 'tis thy cruel fate 
Insults thee by his kindness — He is innocent 
Of all the pain it gives thee— Go thy wayt 
1 will no more suppress thy youthful hope* 
Of rising in the world. 

Rand, 'Tistruej I'm young, 
Biij 
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And never tried my fortune, or my genius j 
Which may perhaps find out some happy means. 
As yet unthought of, to supply your wants. 

O. Wibn, Thou tortur'sf me — I hate all obligationai 

Which I can ne'er return And who art thou, . 

That I shou'd stoop to take *em from thy hand ?. 
Care for thy self, but take no thought for me j 
I will not want thee trouble me no more. 

Kand, Be not offended, sir ! ^d I will go. 
I ne'er repined at your commands before ; 
But, heaven's my witness ! I obey you now 
With strong relu6bmcc, and a heavy heart. 
Farewell, my worthy master ! \Going. 

O. Wilm. Farewell Stay 

As thou art yet a sti*anger to the world, 

Of which alas I Tve haji too much experience, 

I shou'd, methinks, before we part, bestow 

A little counsel on thee— Dry thy eyes 

If thou weep'st thus, I shall proceed no farther. 

Dost thou aspire to greatness, or to we|lth. 

Quit books and the unprofitable search 

Of wisdom there, and study human kind : 

No science will avail thee without that j 

But that obtained, thou need'st not any other.. 

This will instru6t thee to conceal thy views. 

And wear the face of probity and honour, 

'Till thou hast gain'd thy end 5 which must be ever 

Thy own advantage, at that man's expence 

Who shall be weak enough to tliink thee honest. 

Kand. You mocK me, sure. 
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O. IFUm. I never was more serious. 

Rand, Why should you counsel what you scorn*4 

to pra6tise? 

O, fTilm. Becausei that fbolish scorn has been my 
ruin, 

I've been an idiot, but would have thee wiser, 
And treat mankind, as they would treat thee, Randal i 
As they deserve, and I've been treated by 'cm. 
Thou'st seen by me, and tl^os^ who now despise me, 
Ho^ men of fortune ^l, and beggars rist 5 
Shun my example ; treasure up my precepts ; 
The world's before thee — ^be a knave, and prosper. 
What, art thou dumb ? [4ff^^ ^ ^on^ pause ^ 

Rand, Amazement ties my tongue, 
Where are your former principles ? 

0,Wilmot. Nomattej^j 
Supposd^I h^ve renounc'd 'em : I b^vc passions. 
And love thee still ; therefore would have thee think^ 
T}^e world is all a scene of deep deceit. 
And he who deak with mankind on the square. 
Is his own bubble, and undoes himself. \_Ex'iU, 

Rand, Is this the man, I thought so wise and just ? 
What teach, and counsel me to be a villain I 
Sure grief has made him frantick, or some fiend 
Assum'd his shape— I shall suspect my senses. 
High-minded he was ever, and improvident j 
But pitiful and generous to a fault: 
Pleasure he loved, but honour was his idol. 
O fatal change ! O horrid transformation ! 
So a.majcspck temple, sunk to ruin,. 
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Becomes the loathsome shelter and abode 

Of lurking serpents, toads, and beasts of prey j 

And scaly dragons hiss, and lions roar. 

Where wisdom taught, and musick chann'd before. 



SCEm 11. 



A Parlour in CharlotV House, Charlot andlAhJLiK 
enter* 

€:har. What terror and amazement must they feel 
Who die by ship-wreck I 

Mar, 'Tis a dreadful thought! 

Ghar. Ay ; is it not, Maria I to descend. 
Living and conscious, to that wat'ry tomb ? 
Alas ! had we no sorrows of our own. 
The frequent instances of others' woe, 
Must give a gen'rous mind a world of pain. ' 
But you forget you promised me to sing. 
Though cheerfulness and I have long been strangers. 
Harmonious sounds are still delightful to me. 
There is in melody a secret charm 
That flatters, while it adds to my disquiet, 
And makes the deepest sadness the most pleasing. 
There's sure no passion in the human soul. 
But finds its food in musick — I wou'd hear 
The song composed by that unhappy maid. 
Whose faithful lover 'scaped a thousand perils 
Fro)n rocks and sands, and the devouring deep; 
And after all, being arrived at home. 
Passing a narrow brook, was drowned tliere^ 
And perished in her si^ht. 
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Mar. Cease t cease^ heart-easing teMrs j 
Adieu,you fiatt^ring fears, 
Which se*ven long tedious years 

Taught me to bear^ 
Tears are for lighter uuces 5 
Fear no such danger kno^s, 
As fate rfmorseless sho'ws. 

Endless despair » * 
Dear cause of all mj pain^ 
On the uuide stormy main, 
Thou wast preserv'^d in *vain, 

Though still adored | 
Hadst thou died there unseen^ 
My blasted eyes had been 
Savd from the horrid* st scene 

Maid e^er deplor'*d, • 
[Chariot finds a tetter^ 

Char. What's this ?— A letter superscribed to me y 
Noj\e could convey it here but you, Maria; 
UngenVous, cru^l maid ! to use thus ! 
To join with flattering men to break my peace, 
And persecute m* to the last retreat! 

Mar. Why should it break your peace, to hear tho 
sighs 

Qf honourable love, and know th' efFe^s 
Of your resistless charm ? This letter is 

Char. No matter whence — ^return it back unopcn'd^ 
I have no love, no charms but for my Wilmot* 
Jior would have any, ^ 
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Mar. Strange infatuation I 
Why should you waste the flower of your day* 
In fruitless expeftation— Wilmot's dead j 
Or living, dead to you. 

Char, ril not despair 5 
Patience shall cherish hope, nor wrong his honouj^ 
By unjust suspicion, I know his truth, 
And will preserve my own. But to prevent 
All future, vain, officious importunity. 
Know, thou incessant foe of my repose. 
Whether he sleeps secure from mortal cares. 
In the deep bosom of the boisterous main. 
Or tost with tempests, still endures its rage j 
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land 
Has found an end, and he now rests in peace 
In earth's cold womb, or wanders o*er her face; 
Be it my lot to waste, in pining grief. 
The remnant of my days for his known loss, - 
Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt. 
No second choice shall violate my vows : 
High heaven, which heard them, and abhort the per- 
jured, 

Can witness, they were made without reserve 5 
Never to be retraced, ne*er dissolved 
By accidents or absence, time or death. 
Mar. I know, and long have known, my honest 
zeal 

To serve you gives offence— But be offended— 

This is no time for flattVy ^Did your vows 

Oblige you to support his gloomy, proud, 
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Impatient parents, to your utter ruin— 

You well may weep to think on what you've done. 

Char* I weep to think that I can do no more 
For- their support— What will become of 'em I— • 
The hoary, helpless, miserable pair! . 

Mar, Then all these tears, this wrrow is for them. 

Cbar. Taught by affli6lions, I have learned to bear 
Much greater ills than poverty with patience. 
When luxury and ostentation's banish'd, * 
The calls of nature are but few 5 and those 
These hands, not us'd to labour, may supply. 
But when I think on what my friends must suffer* 
My spirits fail, and I'm a'erwhelm'd with grief. 

Mar. What I wou'd. blame, you force me to ad-* 
mire. 

And mourn for you, as you lament for them* 
Your patience, constancyi and resignation 
Merit a better fate. 

Char, So pride would tell me, 
And vain self-love, but 1 believe them not : 
And if by wanting pleasure I have gain'd 
Humility, Tm richer for my loss. 
* Mar. You have the heavenly art, still to improve 
Your mind by all events — But here comes one. 
Whose pride s^ems to increase wi^h hier misfortunes^ 

Aqnes enters. ' 

Her faded dress unfashionably fine. 
As ill conceals her poverty, as that 
Strained complaisance h^r haughty, swelling hca^ 
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Though perishing with want, so far from asking. 

She ne^er receives a favour uncOmpeird, 

And while she rUins, scorns to be obliged : 

She wants me gone, and I abhor her sight. \Ex. Mar. 

Cbar, This visit's kind. 

Agn, Few else would think it so: 
Those who would once have thought themselves much 
honoured 

By the least favour, though 'twere but a look, 
I could have shewn them, now refuse to see mc» 
*Tis misery enough to be reduced 
To the low level of the common herd, 
Who, born to begg*ry, envy all above them ; 
But *tis the curse of curses, ^o endure 
The insolent contempt of those we scorn. 

Cba^, By scorning, we provoke them to contempt ; 
And thus Oifend, and suffer in our turns : 
We must have patience. 

Agn, No, I scorn them yet. 
But there's no end of sufF'ring, who can say 
Their soitows are compleat ? My wretched husband. 
Tired with our woes, and hopeless of relief. 
Grows sick of life. 

Char. May gracious heaven support him ! 

Agn. And, urged by indignation and despair. 
Would plunge into eternity at once. 
By foul self-murder : his fixed love for me. 
Whom he would fain persuade to share his fate. 
And take the same, uncertain, dreadful course. 
Alone withholds his hand. 

% 
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Char. And may it ever ! 

Agn. I've known with him the two extremes of lifc^ 
The highest happiness, and deepest woe, ^ 
With all the sharp and bitter aggravations 
Of such a vast transition— >Such a fall 
In the decline of life !— I hsive as quick. 
As exquisite a sense of pain as he. 
And wQu'd do any thing, but die, to end it \ 
But there my courage fails — ^Death is the worst 
That fate can bring, and cuts off ev'ry hope. 

Char, We must not chuse, but strive to bear our lot 
Without reproach, or guilt : but by one a6k 
Of desperation, we may overthrow 
The merit we've been raising all our days j 
And lose our whole reward— * And now, methinks, 
Now more than ever, we have cause to fear. 
And be upon our guard. The hand of heaven 
Spreads clouds on clouds o'er our benighted headr. 
And wrapt in darkness, doubles our distress. 
I had, the night last past, repeated twice, ^ 
A strange and awful dream : I would not yield 
To fearful superstition, nor despise 
The admonition of a friendly power 
That wish'd my good. 

Agn^ I've certain plagues enough. 
Without the help of dreams, to make me wretched. 

Char, I wou'd not stake my happiness, or duty 
On their uncertain credit, nor on aught- 
But reason, and the known decrees of heaven. 
Yet dreams have sometimes shewn events to comci 
C 
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And may excite to vigilance and care, 
Jn some important hour; when all our weakness 
Shall be attacked, and all our strength be needfiil. 
To shun the gulph that ^pes for our destruction. 
And fly from guilt, and everlasting ruin. 
My vision may be such, and sent to warn us. 
Now we are tried by multiplied aflliClions, 
To mark each motion of our swelling hearts. 
And not attempt to extricate ourselves, 
And seek deliverance by forbidden ways ; 
-put keep our hope» and innocence entire, 
'Till we're dbmiss'd to join tlie happy dead 
In that bless'd world, where transitory pain 
And fi-ail imperfeft virtue, is rewarded 
Wi^ endless pleasure, and consununate joy | 
Or heaven relieves us here. 

Agn, Well, pray proceed j 
Yoi^- ve rais'd my puriosity at least. 

Char, Methought, I sat, in a dark winter's nigfaf. 
My garments thin, my head and bosom bare. 
On the wide summit «f a barren mountain ; 
Defenceless and expos'd^ in that high region. 
To all the cruel rigour^ of the season. 
The sharp bleak wiAds pi^rc'd tljirough my shivering 
frame, . 

And stormfi of hail, and sleet, ai>d driving rains 
Beat' with impetuous fury on my head, 
prench'd my chill'd limbs, and pourM a deluge roun4 
me. 

Qn.on^ hand, ever gentle patience sj^te. 
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On whose calm bosom I recHn'd my head j 

And on the other, silent contemplation. 

At length, to my unclos'd and watchful eyes, 

That long had roU'd in darkness, and oft i-ais'd 

Their cheerless orbs towards the starless sky, 

And sought for light in vain, the dawn appeared } 

And I beheld a man, an utter stranger, 

But of a graceful and exalted mien, 

Who pressed with eager transport to embrace m^. 

—I shunn'd his arras— But at some words he spoke^ 

Which I have now forgot, I turned again. 

But he was gone— And oh! transporting sight ! * 

Your son, my dearest Wilmot ! fiUM his place, 

Agn, If I regarded dreams, I should cxpefl 
^me fair event from yours : I have heard nothing 
That should alarm you yet. 

Char, But what's to come, ^ 
Though more obscure, is terrible indeed. 
Methought we parted soon, and when I sought him, 
You and his father — ^Yes, you both were there- 
Strove to conceal him from me i I pursued 
You with my cries, and caird on heaven and earth 
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal 
Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot!— 

Agn, Unless you mean t' affront me, spare the rest, 
*Tis just as likely Wilmot should return. 
As we become your foes. 

Cbar, Far be such rudeness 
From Chariot's thoughts : but when I heard you name 
Cij 
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Self-murder, it revived the frightful image of such a 
dreadful scene. 
Jgn* You will persist I— 
Char, Excuse itie ; I have done. Being a dreatHj 

I thought, indeed, it cou'd not give offence. 
Agft, Not when the matter of it is offensive t 

You cou'd not think so, had you thought at all ; 

But I take nothing ill from thee— Adieu j 

I^ve tarried longer than I first intended^ 

At>d my poor husband mourns the while alone. 

lExit Agnes* 
Cbar, She's gone abruptly, and I fear displeased* 

The least appearance of advice or caution* 

Sets her impatient temper in a flame. 

When grief, that well might humble, swells our pride» 

And pride increasing, aggravates our grief» 

The tempest must prevail 'till we are lost. 
When heavin, incensed, proclaims imequal war 
With guilty earth, and sends itfr shafts from far. 
No bolt descends to strike, no flame to bum 
The humble shrubs that in low valleys mourn j 
While mountain pines, whose lofty heads aspire 
To fan the storm, and wave in fields of fire. 
And stubborn oaks that yield not to its force, 
Are buqxt, overthrown, or shiver'd in its course, 

SCENE III. 

Town and Port of Penryn. T<mng Wilmot mt4 
Eustace enter , in Indian habits. 
V, fVilm. Welcome, my friend ! to Penryn : Her 
we're safe. 
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Eust, Then we're dcliver'd twice 5 first from the sea. 
And then from savage men, who, more remorseless, ^ 
Prey on shipwrecked wretches, and spoil and murder 
those 

Whom fatal tempests and devouring waves, 
In all their fury spar'd. ' 

y. fP^iJm, It is a scandal. 
Though malice must acquit the better sort, 
The rude unpolish'd people here in Cornwall 
Have long laid under, and with too much justice : 
Cou'd our superiors find some happy means 
To mend it, they would gain immortal honour* 
For 'ti^ an evil grown almost inv'terate. 
And asks a bold and skilful hand to cure. 

Eust. Your treasure's safe, I hope, 
VTilm, 'Tis here, thank heaven ! 
Being in jewels, when I saw our danger, 
I hid it in my bosom. 

Eust, I observed you ; 
Aud wonder how you could command your thoughts. 
In such a time of terror and confusion. 

T, ff'iim. My thoughts were then at home — O Eng* 
land! England! 
Thou seat of plenty, liberty and health. 
With transport I behold thy verdant fields. 
Thy lofty mountains rich with useful ore. 
Thy numerous herds, thy flocks, and winding streams; 
After a long and tedious absence, Eustace ! 
With what delight we breath our native air. 
And tread the genial soil that bore us rirst. 

Ciij 
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'Tis said, the world is ev'ry wise man's country j 

Yet, after having view'd its various nationsji 

I'm weak enough still to prefer my own 

To all Tve s^en beside—You smile, my friend! 

And think, perhaps, 'tis instin^ more than reasoni 

Why be it so. Instinct preceded reason 

In the wisest of us all, and may sometimes 

Be much ihp better guide. But be it either % 

I must confess, that even death itself 

Appeared to me with twice its native horrors. 

When apprehended in a foreign land. 

Death js, no doubt, in ev'ry place the same : 

Yet observatioi\ must convince us, most men. 

Who have it in their power, chuse to expire 

Where they first drew their tji eath. 

£ust, Beiieve mt, Wilmott I 
Your grave refjedions were not what I smil'd at 5 
I own their truth. That we're return'd to England 
Affords me all the pleasure you can feel 
Merely on that account : yet; I must think 
A warmer passioA g^ves, y<>u all this transport. 
Yoiu have not wander'd, anxious, and impatient. 
From clime to clime, and compasa'd sea and land 
To purchase wealth, only to spend your days 
In idle pomp, and luxury at home : 
I know thee better ; thou art brave and wise. 
And must have nobler aims^ 

r. O Eustace I Eustace! 

Thou knowest, for I've confest to thee, I love j 
But having never' seen the charmmg maid. 
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Thou canst not know the fierceness of my.flame. 
My hopes and fears, like the tempestuous seas 
That we have past, now mount me to tlie skies. 
Now hurl me down from that stupendous Jieight, 
And drive me to the centre. Did you know 
How much depends on this important hour. 
You wou'd not be surpriz'd to see me thus. 
The sinking fortune of our ancient house. 
Which time and various accidents had wasted, 
Conipeird me young to leave my native country. 
My weeping parents, and my lovely Chariot 5 
"Who ruPd, and must for ever rule my fate. 
How Tve improved, by care and honest commerce. 
My little stock, yo.u are in part a witness. 
•*Tis now seven tedious years, since I set forth j 
i^jid as th' uncertai* course of my affairs 
Bore me from place to place, I quickly lost 
The means of corresponding with my friends. 
— O ! sljou'd my Chariot ! doubtful of my truth. 
Or ijji despair eyer to see me more, 
Have givcQ herself to SkOme more happy lover 
Distraction's in the thought '.—Or shouM my parents. 
Grieved for my absence and oppressed with want. 
Have sunk beneath their burden, and expired. 
While I too late was flying to relieve them j 
ThU^end of all ray long and weary travels, 
The hope, that made success itself a blessing, 
peing defeated, and for ever lost; 
What were the riches of the world to me > 

Must. The wretch who fears all that is possible, 
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Must suffer more than he who feels the worst 
A man can feel, who lives exempt from fear. 
A woman macy be false, and friends are moitad j 
And yet youi» aged parents may be living. 
And your fair mistress constant. 

T. IVilm. True, they may ; 
r doubt, but I despair not— No, my friend I 
My hopes are strong, and lively as my fears. 
And give me such a prospect: of my happiness^ 
As nothing but fruition can exceed: 
They tell me, Chariot is as true as fair. 
As good as wise, as passionate as chaste ; 
That she, with fierce impatience, like my own. 
Laments our long and painful separation; 
That we shall meet, never to part again j 
That I shall see my p>arents, kiss tlS tears 
trom their pale hollow cheeks, cheer their sad heaits. 
And drive that gaping phantom, meagre want. 
For ever from their board ; crown all their days 
To come with peace, with pleasure, and abundance;, 
Receive their fond embraces, and their blessings. 
And be a blessing to them. 

Eust, 'Tis our weakness :— — 
Blind to events,, we leason in the dark, 
And fondly apprehend what none e'er found. 
Or ever shall, pleasure and pain unmix'd ; 
And flatter, and torment ourselves, by turns. 
With v/liat shjill never be. 

T. Wilm. Ill go this instant 
To *cek iijy Chariot, and explore my fate. 
I 
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Eust, What, in that foreign habit I 

r. mint. That's a trifle. 
Not worth my thoughts. 

Eust, The hardships you've enduredi 
And your long stay beneath the burning zone, 
Where one eternal sultry summer reigns. 
Have marr'd the native hue of your complexion : 
Methinks you look more like a sun-burnt Indian, 
Than a Briton. 

7*. fVilM. Well, 'tis no matter, Eustace ! 
I hope my mind's not alter'd for the worse j 
And for my outside — But inform me, friend! 
When I may hope to see you. 

Eust, When you please : 
You'll find me at the inn. 

T, Wilm. When \ have learnt my doom, expe6l mc 
there. 
•Tillthen, fu-ewelll 

Eust, Farewell! Success' attend you! Eustace. 

T, Wilm, ' Wc flatter, and torment ourselves, by 
turns, 

« Withwliatshallncver.be.' Amazing folly I 
We stand exposed to many unavoidable 
Calamities, and therefore fondly labour 
T' increase their number, and inforce their weight, 
By our fantastick hopes and groundless fears. 

For one severe distress impos'd by fate. 
What numbers doth tormenting fear create ? 
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DeceivM by hope, Ixion like, we prove 
Immortal joys, and seem to rival Jove 5 
The cloud dissolved, impatient we complain. 
And pay for fancied bliss substantial pain. 



ACr IL SCENE L 



Charlot'j House. Charlot entersy thoughtful ^ and soort 
after Maria from the other side. 

Maria^ 

Madam, a stranger in a foreign habit 
Desires to see you. 

Char, In a foreign habit 
'Tis strange) and unexpected — But admit him. 

l^Exit Maria. 
Who can this stranger be ? I know no foreigner. 

Young WiLMOT enters, 

—Nor any man like this. 

T. Wilm. Ten thousand joys ! 

[Going to embrace ier. 
Char. Your are rude, sir— Pray forbear, and let me 
know 

What business brought you here 5 or leave the place. j 
r. mim. She knows rae not, or will not seem to 
know me. [Aside. 

Perfidious maid I Am I forgot or scorn'd? 
Char, Strange questions from a man I never knew! 
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T, if Urn, With what aversion, and contempt she 
views me I 

My fears aie true 5 some other has her heart : 
-^She*s lost — My fatal absence has undone me. 

[Aside, 

. i cou"d thy Wilmot have forgot thee, Chariot! 
Char, Ha ! Wilmot ! say I what do your words 
import ? 

O gentle stranger I ease my swelling heart 

That else will burst ! Canst thou inform me ought ?^ 

What dost thou know of Wilmot ? 

r. mim. This I know. 
When all the winds of heaven seem'd to conspire 
Against the stormy main, and dreadful peals 
Of rattling thunder deafen'd ev'^y ear. 
And drown'd the aftrighten'd mariners loud cries j 
While livid lightning spread its sulphurous flames 
Through all the ^ark horizon, and disclosed 
The raging seas incens'd to his destru(5l:ion 5 
When the good ship in which he was embark'd. 
Unable longer to support the tempest, 
Proke, and overwhelmed by the impetuoijs surge, 
3unk to the oozy bottom of the deep. 
And left him struggling with th^ waning waves j 
In that dread moment, in the jaws of death. 
When his strength faird, ai\d ev'ry hope forsook him. 
And his last breath pressM t'wards his trembling lips. 
The neighboyring rocks, that eccho'd to his moan, 
Jleturn'd no sound articulate, but Chariot. 

^har» Tbe fatal tempest, whose description strikes 
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The hearer with astonishment, is ceased ; 
And Wihnot is at rest. The fiercer storm 
Of swelling passions tiiat o'emhelms the soul. 
And rages worse than ttie mad foaming seas 
In which he perished, ne'er shall vex him more. 

T. Wilm, Thou seem'st to think he's deadj enjojii 
that thought j 
Persuade yours t If that what you wish is true, 
And triumph in your falsehood — ^Yes, he's dead j 
You were his fate. The cruel winds and waves. 
That cast him pale and breathless on the sliore, 
Spar'd him for greater woes— To know his Chariot, 
Forgetting all her vows to him and heaven. 
Had cast him from her thoughts — Then, then he died 5 
But never must have rest. Ev'n now he wanders, 
A sad, repining, discontented ghost, 
The unsubstantial shadow of himself. 
And pours his plaintive groans in thy deaf ears. 
And stalks, unseen, before thee. 

Char, 'Tis enough 
Detested falsehood now has done its worst. 
Aiid ait thou dead ?— — ^And wou'd'st thou die, my 
Wilmot ! 

For one thou thought'st unjust ?— Thou soul of truth I 

What must be done ?— Which way shall I express 

Unutterable woe ? Or how convince 

Thy dear departed spirit of the love, 

Th' eternal love, and never-failing faith 

Of thy much injur'd, lost, despairing Chariot ? 



Digitiz&d by Google 



MIL , FATAL CVfcXOSITY. 49 

By circumstances then, and slow degrees. 

They must be let into a happiness 

Too great for them to bear at once, and live : 

That Chariot will perform : I need not feign 

To ask an hour for rest. [Aside. Sir, I intreat 

The favour to retire where, for a while, 

I may repose myself. You will excuse 

This freedom, and the trouble that I give you s 

'*Tis long since I have slept, and nature calls. 

O. Wilm, I pray no more : believe we're only trou- 
bled. 

That you should think any excuse were needful. 
Y. ffilm. The weight of this is some incumbrance 
to mt'f 

[ Takes a casket out of bis bosom, and gi^ves it to bis mot her . 
And its contents of value : if you please 
To take the charge of it 'till I awake, 
I shall not rest the worse. If I should sleep 
'Till I'm ask'd for, as perhaps I may, 
I beg that you would wake me. 

Agn. Doubt it not : 
Distrafted as I am with various woes, 
I shall remember that. [Exit, 

T, JVilm. Merciless grief! 
What ravage lias it made ! how has It cbang'd 
Her lovely form and mind ! I feel her anguish. 
And dread I know not what from her despair. 
My father too— — O grant tliem patience. Heaven ! 
A little longer, a few short hours more. 
And all their cares, and mine, shall end for ever* 
B 
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How near is misery and joy ally'd I 

Nor eye, nor thought can their extremes divide ; 

A moment's space is long, and lightening slow 

To fate descending to reverse our woe> 

Or blast bur hqpes, and all our joys o'crthrow^ 

\^Exeuntn 



ACT III. SCENE I. 



*rbe Scene continued. Agnes enters alone ^ with the 

Casket in her band. 
Who should this stranger be ? And then this casket- 
He says it is of value, and yet trusts it. 
As if a trifle, to a stranger's liand*— 
His confidence amazes me — Perhaps 
It is not what he says — ^I'm strongly tempted 
To open it, and see — No, let it rest. 
Why should my curiosity excite me. 
To search and pry into th' affairs of others i 
Who have V imploy my thoughts, so many car« 
And sorrows of my own ? — With how much ease 
The spring gives way ? — Surprizing! most prodigiom! - 
My eyes are dazzled, and my l ayish'd heart 
Leaps at the glorious sight— How bright's the lustre. 
How immense the worth of these fair jewels f 
Ay, such a treasure would expel for ever 
Base poverty, and all its abje6l train j 
The mean devices we're reduc'd to use 
To keep out famine, and preserve our live* 
I 
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From day to day ; the cold neglc6t of friends 5 
The galling scorn, or more provoking pity 

Of an insulting world Possessed of these, 

Plenty, content, and power might take their turn, 
And. lofty pride bare its aspiring head 
At our approach, and once more bend before us. 
•—A pleasing dream ! 'Tis past j and now I wake 
More wretched by the happiness I've lost. 
For sore it was a happiness to think, 
Though but a moment, such a treasure mine. 
Nay, it was more than thought— I saw and touch'd 
The bright temptation, and I see it yet— 
*Tis here— 'tis mine — I have it in possession— 
—Must I resign it ? Must I give it back ? 
Am I in love with misery and want ?— 
To rob myself, and court so vast a loss ?— 
•—Retain it then — ^Bnt how ? ^There is a way- 
Why sinks my heait ? Why does my blood run cold ? 
Why am I thrill'd with horror ? — 'Tis not choice. 
But dire necessity suggests the thought. 

Old WiLntOT enters, 

• O, WVm. The mind contented, with how little paiiis 
The wand'ring senses yield to soft repose, 
And die to gain new life ? He's fiiUen asleep 

Already Happy man f — What dost thou think. 

My Agnes, of our unexpefted guest ? 
He seems to me a youth of great humanity : 
Just e'er he clos'd his eyes, that swam in tears, 
He wrung my hand, and prcss'd it to his lipsrj 
Eij 
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And with a look, that pierc'd me to the soul, 

Begg'd me to comfort tbee i and — dost thou h^ar me ?— • 

What art thou gazing on ? Fie, *ti8 not >^ell-— 

This casket was deliver^ to you closed i 
Why have you opcn'd it ? Should this be known. 
How mean must we appear ? 
Jgjt, And who shall know it ? 
O. fTilm, There is a kind of pride, a decent dignity 
Due to ourselves ; which, spite of our misfortunes^ 
May be maintained, and cherished to the last. 
Xo live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world^ shews sovereign contempt. 
And noble scorn of its relentless malice. 

Jgn, Shews sovereign madness, and a scotq of sense* 
Pursue no farther this detested theme ; 
I will not die, I will not leave the world 
For all that you can urge, until compelled, 

p. ff^'ilm. To chace a shado)^, when the setting suii 
Is darting his last rays, were just as wise, 
As your anxiety foj* fleeting life, 
Now the last means for its support arc filing : 
Were famine not as mortal as the sword, 
'J^his warmth might be excused — ^But take thy choi^ | 
pie how you wil], yoi^ shall not die ^oife, 
Jgn, N0r live, I hope. . 
O, ff'ilpt. There is no fe^ of that, 
^gjt. Then, we'll live both, 
O. Wilm. Strange folly k wherc's the moans } 
^gn. The means ai-e there j those jewels—^ 
g. mim. Ha I Take heed ; 
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Perhaps thou dost but try me ; yet take heed— 

There*8 nought so monstrous but the mind of man 

In some conditions ittay be brought t\%pprove 5 

Theft, sacrilege, treason, and parricide. 

When flattering opportunity enticed. 

And desperation dr6ve> have been committed 

By those who once ^oold start to hear them named. 

Agn. And add to tiiesc detested suitJtle, 
Which y by a crime ntiith less, we may avoid. 

O. If^Hm. Th* inhospitable murder of OUr gue^t !- 
How couldst thou fom4 a thought so vety tempting, 
So advantageous, so secure, an*d easy ; 
And yet so cruel, and so full of liorror ? 

Agn, -Tis tess impiety, less against nature. 
To take another's lifip, than end our own. 

O. WUm, Ri«no mat?fer, ^h^th'^r this or that 
Be, in itself, the less dr greater crime : 
Howe'er we may deceive ourselves or others, 
We aft from inclinatiott, not by rule, 

Or none could aft amiss ^And that aU err, 

None but the co«««ob« hypocrite denies. • 

O ! what is msBy'hie ^celtence and strengtli, 
When in an hour of triai and desertion, 
Reason, his noblest power, nloy be suborned 
To plead the cause of vile assassination. 

Agn, You'rfe too severe j reason may justly plead 
For her own preservation. 

O. Wilm, Rest contented : 
Whatever resistance I may Seem to make, 
I am betray 'd wkhin: xny wiU*s Sd4uc6d> 
E iij 
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And my ^hole toul infected. The desiv^ 
Of life returns, and brings with it a train 
Of appetites, that rage to besuppHed. 
Whoever stands to parley with temptation. 
Does it to be overcome. 

Jgft, Then nought remains. 
But the swift execution of a deed 
That is not to be thought on, or delayed. 
We must dispatch him sleeping t Should he wake, 
*Twere madness to atteinpt it. 

O. IVi/m* True, his strength 
Single is more, much more than ours united ; 
So may his life» perhaps, as far exceed 
Ours in duration, should he ^scape this, snare. 
GenVous, unliappy man ! 1 what could move thee 
To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguish I 

'^g^* By what means ? 
By stabbing, suffocation, or by strangling 
Shall we eifedt his death ? 

O. tf^'ilm. Why, what a fiend I— : 

How cruel, how remorseless and impatient 
Have pride, and poverty made thee I 

Agrt. Barbarous man 1 
Whose wasteful riots ruinM our estate. 
And drove our son, ere the first down had spread 
His rosy cheeks, spite of my sad presages. 
Earnest intreaties, agonies and tears, 
To seek his bread 'mongst strangers, and to pensk 
tn some remote, inhospitable land«— « 
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The lovliest youth, in person and in mind. 
That ever crownM a groaning moeber's pains I 
Wher^ was thy pity, lyhere thy p^it icnce then i 
Thou cruel husband ! thou unnatural father ! 
Thou most remorseless, most ungrateful man. 
To waste my fortune, rob me of my son j 
To drive me to despair, and then reproach me 
for being what thou'st made me. 

O. /f^ilm. Dry thy tears s 
I ought not to reproach thee* I confess 
That thou hast suffered much : So have we both. 
But chide no more : I*m wrought up to thy purpose. 
The poor, ill-fated, unsuspefting viftim, 
Ere be reclined him on the fatal coqch. 
From which he's ne*er to rise, took off the jsash. 
And costly dagger that thou saw -st him wear } 
And thus, unthinking, fumish'd us with arnis 
Against himself. Vyhich shall I u§e ? 

j^gn. The sash. 
If you make use of that, I can assist^ 

O. ffilm. No; 
^Tis a dreadful office, and I'll spare 
Thy trembling hands the guiit-rrsteal to the door. 
And bring me word j if he be still asleep. 

[Exit Agna. 
Or Tm deceivM, or he pronounced himself 
The happiest of mankind. Deluded wretch I 
Thy thoughts ai*e perishing, thy youthful joy^i. 
Touched by the icy hand of grisly death, 
Arc \vith'ring in th?ii- bloom— -rr-But thought eac- 
tinguish'd. 
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He'U never know the iois; nor feel the bitter 
Pangs of dwappomtmcnt— -Then I was wrong 
In counting him a wretch « To die well pleased. 
Is all the happiest of mankind can hope for. 
To be a wretch, is to survive the loss 
Of every joy, and even hope itself> 

As I have done Why do I mourn him then ? 

For, by the anguish of my tortured soul. 
He's to be envy*d, if compared with me. 

Acnes enter uoitb Young Wilmot*s dagger. 
Agft* The stranger 
Sleeps at present ; but so restless 
His slumbers seem, they c^n't continue long. 
Come, come, dispatch — Here I've secw'd his dagger. 
O, ff^iim. O Agnes I Agnes I if there be a hell, 'tis 
just 

We should expeft. it. 



Jgn, Nay, for shame, shake of[ this panick, and bt 

more yourself* 
O. Wilm. What's to be donp ? On what liad we de- 

termin'd ? 
Agn. You're quite dismay 'd. I'll do 
The deed myself. [ T akes up tbe dagger. 



O. Wilm, Give me the fetal steek . 
'Tis but a single murther, , 
Necessity, impatience and despair, ' 
The three wide mouths, of that true Cerbenw, 
Grirn poverty, demands— They shall be stopped. 



[Goes to take tbe dagger t but let$ it fall. 
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Ambition, per8ecution> and revenge 

Devour their millions daily : and shall 

But follow me, and see how little cause 

You had to think there was the least remains 

Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remorse, 

Left in this savage breast. {Going the wong way^ 

Jga» Where do you go? 
The street is that way. 

O. mm. True! I had forgot. 

Agn. Quite, quite confounded. 

O. mm. Well, I recover. 
•—I shall find the way. [ExiU 

Agn. O softly 1 softly I 
The least noise undoes us. 
■ i Still 1 fear him i 

—No now hesewns determined— O ! that pause^ 

That cowardly pause ! His resolution fails—- 

'Tis msely done to lift your eyes to heaven j 
When did you pray before ? I have no patience- 
How he surveys him i What a look was there ?— 

How full of anguish, pity and remorse 

—He'll never do it Strike, or give it o'er— 

—No, he recovers JRut that trembling arm 

May miss its aim j and if he fails, we're los t 
•Tis done— 1 no $ he lives, he struggles yet. 

r. IVilm. O ! father I father I [i» anotber room. 

Agn. Quick, repeat the blow. 
What pow'r shall I invoke to aid thee, Wilmot ! 
mi l ■ Yet hold thy han d ' ■■Incoostantj wretched 
^oman I 
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What doth my heart recoil, and bleed witiv him 
Whose murther you cwitrived— O Wilmot I Wilmot! 

Charlot, Maria, Eustace, Randal, and others^ 
enter. 

Char. What strange negledl The doors are all un- 
barr'd. 

And not a living creature to be seen* 

Old Wilmot W Ackes enter. 

Char, Sir, we are come to give and to receive 
A thousand greetings— Ha I what can thh mean ? 
Why do you look with such amazement on us f — 
Are these your transports for your son's return ?— - 
Where is my Wihnot ? Has he not been here?— 
Would he defer your happiness so long j 
Or could a habit so disguise your son. 
That you refused to own him ? 

Agn, Heard you that? • 
What prodigy of horror is disclosing, 
To render murther venial. 

O. fTHm, Pr'ythee, peace : 
The nmwable damn'd suspend their howKng, 
And the swift orbs are fix'd in deep attention. 

r. mim. [Gritans] Gh ! oh ! oh! * 

Eust, Sure that deep groan came from the inner 
room. 

kandj It -did j and seem*dthc voice of one expiring^. 
Merciful heaven ! where will these terrors end ? 
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That is the dagger my young master wore i 
And sec, his father's hands are stain 'd with blood. 

[Toung Wi\mot groans again. 

Bust, Another groan ! Why do we stand to gaze 
On these dumb phantoms of despair and horror ? 
Let us search farther : Randal, shew the way. 

Cbar, This is the third time those fantastick forms 
Have forc'd themselves upon my mental eyes, 
And sleeping gave me more than waking pains. 

you eternal powers ! if all your mercy 

To wretched moitals be not quite extinguished. 
And terrors only guaj d your awful thrones, 
Kemove this dreadful vlsion-^Let me wake, 
Or sleep the sleep of death. 
! [Exeunt Chariot, Maria, Eustace, Randal, &c. 

O. /r:7/fi. Sleep those wlw may J 

1 know my lot is endless pertorbationv 

A^n. Let life forsake the earth, and light the snni 
And death and darkness bury in oblivion 
Mankind and all tlieir deeds, that no posterity 
May ev«r rise to hear our horrid talc. 
Or view the grave of such detested parricides. 

O. ^tlm. Curses and deprecations are in vain • 
The sun will shine, and all things-have their course. 
When we, the -curse and burthen of the earth. 
Shall be absorbed, and mingled with its dust. 
Our guilt and desolation must be told, 
From age to age, to t^^h desponding mortals. 
How far beyond tlje reach of human- thought 
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Heaven, when incensM, can punish — ^Die thou first. 

ISia^j Agne4« 

I dare not trust thy weakness. 

Agn. Ever kind. 
But most in this. 

O. IVilm. I will not long survive thee. 

AgM, Do not accuse tliy erring mother, Wilmot! 
With too much rigour when we meet above. 
Rivers of tears, and ages spent in howling 
Could ne'er express the anguish of my heart- 
To give thee life for (jfe, and blood for bk>od> 
Is not enough. Had I ten thousand lives, 
I'd give them all to speak my penitence 
Deep, and sincere, and equal to my crime. {Dies. 

Charlot led by Maria and Randal | £ustacb» 
and the rest^ enter » 

Char. Welcome, despair I I'll never hope again— 
Why have you forc*d me from Wilmot's side ? 
Let me return— unhand m e let me die. * 
patience, that, till this moment, ne'er forsook me. 
Has took her flight \ and my abandoned mind. 
Rebellious to a lot so void of mercy 
And so unexpected, rages to madness. 

O thou ! who know'st our frame, who know'st 
these woes 
Are more than human fortitude can bear, 
O ! take me, take me hence, e're I relapse ; 
And in distra^ion, with unliallow'd tongue. 
Again arraign your mercy-— ^ [Famtu 
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T. fTtbH. Be still my flutt'ring heart | hope not toa 
toon 4 

Perhaps I dream, and this is all illusion. 

Char. If as some teach, the mind intuitive, 
Free from the narrow bounds and slavish tiea 
Of sordid earth, that circumscribe its power 
While it remains below, roving at large. 
Can trace tis to our most conceal'd retreat. 
See all we aft, and read our very thoughts 5 
To thee, O Wilmot ! kneeling I appeal, *' 
If e'er I swerv'd in aftion, word, or thought 
From the severest constancy and truth, 
1 Or ever wish to taste a joy on earth 
I That centered not in thee, since last we parted, 
I May we neV meet again, but thy loud wrongs 

So close the ear of mercy to my cries, 
I That I may never see those bright abodes 
I Where truth and virtue only have admission. 
And thoU inhabit'st now. 
T. fTtim. Assist me, Heaven ! 
I Preserve my reason, memory, and sense ! 

O moderate my fierce tumultuous joys, 
► Or their excess will drive me to distraOion. 
O Chariot! Chariot ! lovely, virtuous maid I 
Can thy firm mind, in spite of time ^nd absence, 
Remain unshaken, and support its truth j 
And yet thy frailer memory retain 
No image, no idea of thy lover ? 
Why dost thou gaze so wildly ? Look on me : 
Turn thy dear eyes this way 5 observe mc well. 
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Have scorching climates, time, and this strange habit 
So changed, and so disguis'd thy faithful Wilmot, 
That nothing in iny voice, my face, or mien. 
Remains to tell my Chariot I am he ? 
• [^fter 'vienving him fome time, fhe approaches sweeping 

and gi^jes him her hand 5 atzd then turning ttnuardt 

him, sinks upon his hosom,'] 
Why dost thou weep ? Why dost thou ti'emble thus ? 
Why doth thy panting heait and cautious touch 
Speak thee but half convinced? Whence are thy fears? 
Why art thoii silent ? Canst thou doubt me still ? 
Char, 1^0, Wilmot 1 no j Tin blind with too much 
light: 

Overcome with wonder, and opprest with joy 5 
The struggling passions barr'd the doors of speech j 
But speech enlarged, affords me no relief. 
This vast profusion of extreme delight, 
Rising at once, and bursting from despair, 
Pefies the aid of words, and mocks description \ 
But for one sorrow, one pd scene of anguish. 
That checks the swelling torrent of n^y joys, 
I could not bear the transport, 

r. Ifilm, Let me know it j 
Give me my portion of thy sorrow^ Chariot \ 
Let me partake thy grief, or bear it fof thee. 

Char, Alas ! my Wilmot! these sad tears are thiqcj 
They flow for thy misfortunes. I am pierced 
With all the agonies o^ strong compassion, 
With all the bitter anguish you must feel;| 
When you shajl hear your parents— ? 



Digitized by 



ABIL FATAL CURIOSITY. 39 

T. IVilm. Are no more. 

Char, You apprehend me wrpng. 

r. Wilm, Perhaps I do. 
Perhaps you mean to say, the greedy grave 
Was satisfied with one, and one is left 
To bless my longing eyes—But which, my Chariot! 
•—And yet forbear to speak, *till I Jiavc thought • 

Char. Nay, hear me, Wilmot ! 

Y, WUm. I perforce must hear thee» 
For I might think *till death, and not determine^ 
Of two so dear which I could bear to lose* 

Cbar. Afflift yourself no more with groundleia 
fears : 

Your parents both are living. Their distress, 
The poverty to which they are reduced. 
In spite of my weak aid, was what I mourned { . 
And that in helpless age, to them whose youth 
Was crown'd with full prosperity, I fear, 
Is worse, much worse than death, 

7*. Wilm, My joy's compleat! 
My parents living, and possessed of thee I—* 
From this blest hour, the happiest of my life, 
I'll date my rest. My anxious hopes and fcarg 
My weary travels, and my dangers past. 
Are now rewarded all t now I rejoice 
In my success, and count my riches gain. . 
For .know, my sonl'8 best treasure 1 I have wealth 
Enough to glut ev'n avarice. itself : 
No more shall cruel want, or proud contempt. 



Digitized by 



40 ' FATAL CURIOSITT. A£t U. 

Oppress the sinking spirits, or insult 

The hoary heads of those who gave me being. 

Cbar. *Ti8 now, O riches, I conceive your worth: 
You are not base, nor can you be superfluous,' 
But when misplaced in base ^nd sordid hands. 
Fly, fly, my Wilmot 1 leave thy happy Chariot ! 
Thy filial piety, the sighs and tears 
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence. 

fVUm» I have a friend, the partner of my voy^. 
Who, in the storm last night, was sjilpwrcck'd with me. 

Cbetr, Sliipwreck'd last night ! — you immoml 
powers ! 

What have you suffer'd ! How was you preserved ? 

T, WUm, Let that, and all my other strange escapes 
And perilous adventures, be the theme 
Of many a happy winter night to come. 
My present purpose was f intreat my angel^ 
To know this friend, this other better Wilmot ^ 
And come with him this evening to my father's % 
111 send him to thee. 

Cbgr, I consent with pleasure. 

t. inif^. Heavens ! what a iiight !^How sl^ll I bear 
my joy ! 

My parents, yours, my friends, all will be mine. 

And mine, like water, air, or the free splendid sun^ 

The undivided portion of you all. 

If such the early hopes, the vernal bloom. 

The distant prosper of my future bliss, 

Then what ruddy autumn I — What the fruit !— • 

The full possession of thy heavenly charms \ 
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The tedious, dark, and stormy winter o'er 5 
The hind, that all its pinchmg hardships bore» 
With transport sees the weeks appointed bring 
The cheerful, promised, gayj delfghtful spring j . 
The painted meadows, the liarmonious woods. 
The gentle Zephyrs, and unbridled floods. 
With all their charms, his ravish'd thoughts employ. 
But the rich harvest must compleat his joy. 



SCENE IL 



A Street in Femyn, Randal ^w/^/*/. 
RaxJ, Poor ! poor I and fi iendless ! whither shall I 
wander, 

And to what point direft my views and hope^ ?— » 
A menial servant !- — No— What, shall I live, 
Here in this land of freedom, live distinguijfaed, 
And raarkM the willing slave of some proud subje^V, 
And swell his useless train for broken fragnaents j 
The cold remains of his superfluous board ?— 
I wou'd aspire to something more and better-^ 
Turn thy eyes then to the prolific ocean. 
Whose spacious bosom opens to thy view t 
There deathless honour, and unenvied wealth 
Have often crowned the brave adventurer's toils. 
This is the native, uncontested right, 
The fair inheritance of ev'ry Briton 
That daies put in his claim— My choice Is mad#; 
A long farewell to Cornwall, and to En<^Iund j 
D iij 
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If I return — ^But stay, what stranger's this, 
Who, as he views me, seems to mend his pace ? 

Tnmg Wi L M o T enters, 

Y, Wilrn, Randal !— The dear companion of my 
youth !— - 
Sure lavish fortune means to g've me all 
I could desire, or ask for tliis blessM day. 
And leave me nothing to expeft hereafter. 

Kand. Your pardon, sir ! I know but one on earth 
Could properly salute me by the title 
You're pleased to give me, and I would not think 
That you are he— That you are Wilmot.— — 

r. WUm, Why ? 

Kakd* Because I could not bear the disappointment 
Should I be deceived. . 

Y, Wtlm. I am pleased to hear it : 
Thy friendly fears better express thy tlioughts 
Than words could do. . 

Kand* O ! Wilmot I O I my master ! 
Are you returned ? 

Y, tVilm. I have not embrac'd 
My parents — I shall see you at my father's. 

Rand, No ; I'm discharged from thence— O sir 1 such 
ruin 

Y. Wilm, I* ve heard it all, and hasten to relieve 'em; 
Sure heaven hath bless'd me to that very end : 
I've wealth enough j nor shalt thou want a pai t. 

Rand, I have a part already — I am bless'd 
In your success, and share in all your joys. 
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Y, Wilm, I doubt it not— —But tell me, dost thou 
think. 

My parents, not suspe^ing my return, 
That I may visit them, and not be known ? 

Rand. *Tis hard for me to judge. You arc already 
Grown so familiar to me« that I wonder 
I knew you not at first : Yet it may be j 
For you're much alter'd, and they think you dead. 

T. tVtlm. This is certain } Chariot beheld me long. 
And heard my loud reproaches, and complaints 
Without rememVring she had ever seen me. 
My mind at ease grows wanton : I would fain 
Refine on happiness. Why may I not 
Indulge my curiosity, and try 
If it be possible by seeing first 
My parents as a stranger, to improve 
Their pleasure by surprize? 

Rand. It may indeed 
Inhance your own, to see from what despair 
Your timely coming, and unhoped success 
Have given you power to raise them. 

T, fFilm, I remember. 
E'er since we learned together, you excelled 
In writing fairJy, and could imitate 
Whatever hand you saw with great exactness. 
Of this I'm not so absolute a master. 
I therefore beg you'll write, in CharloCs name 
And charader, a letter to my father 5 
And recommend me, as a friend of hers. 
To liis acquaintance. 
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Rand, Sir, if you desire it— 
And yet— 

r. IVtlm. Nay, no obje6lions — ^^Twill s^ve f ime> 
Most precious with me now. For the deception^ 
If doing what my Chariot will approve, 
*Cause done for me and with a good intent^ 
Deserves the nartie, I'll answer it myself. 
It" this succeeds, I purpose to defer 
Discov'ring who I am 'till Chariot comes. 
And thou, and all who love me* EvVy friend 
Who witness my happiness to-night, 
Will, By partaking, multiply my joys. 

Rand, You grow luxurious in your mental pleasures 
Could I deny you aught, I would not write 
This letter. To say true, I ever thought 
Your boundless curiosity a weakness. 

Y. Wilm, What canst thou blame in this ? 

Rand, Your pardon, sir ! 
I only speak in general : I'm ready 
T' obey your orders. 

Y. IVilm, I am much thy debtor 5 
But I shall find a time to quit thy kindness. 
O Randal I but imagine to thyself 
The floods of transport, the sincere delight 
That all my friends will feel, when I disclose 
To my astonished parents my return ; 
And then confess, that I have well contiiv*d , , 
By giving others joy to eXalt my own. 

As pain and anguish, in a gen'rous noind, 

While kept conceal'd, and to ourselves confined. 
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Want half their force ; so pleasure when it flows 
In torrents round us more extatick grows. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

4 Ko9m in Old WilmotV House. Old Wilmot and 
Agnes. 

Of WUtn. Here, take this Seneca, this haughty 
pedant, / 
Who governing the master of mankind, 
And aiying power imperial, prates of-r-irpatiencc j 
And praises poverty-— possessed of millions : 
^r-Sell him, and bqy i|s bread. The scantiest mea| 
The vilest copy of his bool^ e'er purchas' J, 
Will give u? more relief in this distress, 

Than all his boasted precepts. J^ay, no tears j 

Keep them to move compassion when you beg. 
Apt, My heart may break, but never stoop to that, 
Q, H^'^lm. Nor would I live to see it — But dispatch 

[Exit Agnes, 
Where must I charge this length of misery. 
That gathers force each moment as it rolls. 
And must at last overwhelm me j but on hope. 
Vain, flattering, delusive, groundless hope j 
A senseless expectation of relief 
'J^hat has for years deceived Had I thAight 
As I do know, as wise men ever think, 
\Vhen first this hell of poverty overtook me^ 
^hat povvcr to die implies a right tq dq it. 



Digitized by 



4^ FATAL CURlOSITlT. AB IL 

And should be us'd when lite becomes a ]^ain, 
What plagues had I prevented ?— True, my wife 

Is still a slave to prejudice and fear 

I would not leave my better pait, the dear [^IVeepsi^ 
Faithful companion of my happier days, 
To bear the weight of age and want alone* 
•— ril try once more 

Agnes enters , and after her Ydung'Wii.uOT* 

O, Wilm, Returned, my life ! so soon I 

JIgn, The unexpe(5Ved coming of this stranger 
Prevents my going yet. 

T, Wilm, You're, I presuraie, 
The gentleman to whom this is directed, [Gi'ves a 
What wild negleft, the token of despair 5 Utter ^ 
What indigence, what misery appears 
In each disordered, or disfdrnishM room 
Of this once gorgeous house ? What discontent^ 
What anguish and confusion fill the faces 
Of its dejefted owners ? 

O. Wilm» Sir, such welcome 
As this poor house affords, you may command* 
Our ever friendly neighbour— Once we hoped 
T' have called fair Char iot by a dearer name- 
But wc have done with hope— I pray excuse 
This incoherence— -We had once a son. \Weefi* 

Agn, That you are come from that dear virtuous 
maid. 

Revives in us the mem'ry of a loss. 

Which, tho* long since, we have not leai ned to bear. 
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T. IVilm, The joy to see them, and the bitter pain 
_ It is to see them thus, touches my so\il 

With tenderness apd grief, that will overflow. 
My lx)som heaves and swells, as it would burst ; 
My bowels move, and ray heart melts within me. 

They know me not, and yet, I feai-, I shall 
Defeat my purpose, and betray myself, \^ Aside, 

O. fTilm, The lady calls you here her valued friends 
I Enough, though nothing more should be implied, 
. To recommend you to our best esteem, 
» . A worthless acquisition — May she find 
' Some means that better may express her kindness j 

Put she, perhaps, hath purposed to enrich 
' You with herself, and end her fruitless sorrow 

yor one whom death alone can justify 
, For leaving her so long. If it be so, 
• May you repair his loss, and be to Chariot 
A second, happier Wilmot. Partial nature. 
Who only favours youth, as feeble age 
Were not her offspring,, or below her care, 
Has seard our doom : no second hope shall spring. 
From my dead loins, and Agnes' steril womb. 
To dr>' our tears, and dissipate despair. 

Agn, The last most abandoned of our kind, 
Py heaven and earth neglcfted or despised. 
The loathsome grave, that robb'd us of our son 
And all our joys in him, must be our refuge. 

T. IVilm, Let ghosts unpardoned, or devoted fiends. 
Fear without hope, and wail in such sad strains j 
3ut grace defend the living from despair. 
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The darkest hours precede the rising sun ; 
And mercy may appear, when least expedred.^ 

O. IVilm* This I have heard a thousand times re* 
peated. 

And have, believing, been as oft deceived. 

Y. Wilm. Behold in me an instance of its truth. 
At sea twice shipwreckM, and as oft the prey 
Of lawless pirates; by the Arabs thrice 
Surprized, and robb'd on shore 5 and once reduc'd 
To worse than these, the sum of all distress 
That the most wretched feel on this side hell, 
Ev'n slavery itself: yet here I stand. 
Except one trouble that will quickly end. 
The happiest of mankind. 

O. mim. A rare example 
Of fortune's caprice j apter to surprize. 
Or entertain, than comfort, or instruft. 
If you would reason from events, be just, 
And count, when you escapM, how many perish^ j 
And draw your int*Yence thence. 

Agn. Alas! who knows, 
But we were rendered childless by some storm, 
In which you, though preserved, might bear a part. 

Y, Wilm. How has my curiosity betray'd me 
Into superfluous pain \ 1 faint with fondness j 
Ani shaU, if I stay longer, rush upon them. 
Proclaim myself their son, kiss and embrace them 
Till their souls, transported with the excess 
Of pleasure and surprize, quit their frail mansions. 
And leave them breathless in my longing arms. 
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Eust. Unhappy maid I This strange event my 
strength 

Can scarce support ; no wonder tbine should fail. 
—How shall I vent my grief? O Wilmot ! Wilmotl 
Thou truest lover, and thou best of friends. 
Are these the fruits of all thy anxious cares 
For thy ungrateful parents ?— Cruel fiends ! 

To use thee thus ! To recompense with death 

Thy n^ost unequaird duty and aife6tion ! 

O. Wilm. What wbining fool art thou, who wouWst 
usurp 

My sovereign right of grief ? — ^Was he thy sou?— 
Say ! canst thou shew thy hands reeking with blood. 
That flowed, thro' purer channels, from thy loins ? 
Eust, Forbid it, Heaven ! that I should know such 
guilt: 

Yet his sad fate demands commiseration. 

O. Compute the sands that bound the spa- 

cious ocean. 
And swell their number with a single grain j 
Increase the noise of thunder with thy voice ; 
Or when the raging wind lays nature waste. 
Assist the tempest with thy feeble breath ; 
Add water to the sea, and fire to ^tna ; 
But name not thy faint sorrow with the anguish 
Of a curst wretch who only hopes for this 

[Stabbing himselj^ 
To change the scene, but not relieve his pain. 

Katid, A dreadful instance of the last remorse 1 
May all your woes end here. 

F 
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O. 0^m. O would they end 
A thousand ages hence, I then should 8ufFe|: 
Much less than I deserve. Yet let me say. 
You'll do but justice, to inform the world. 
This horrid deed, that punishes itself. 
Was not intended as he was our son 5 
For that we knew not, *till it was too late. 
Prou4 ^nd impatient under our affli^ons. 
While heaven was labouring to make us happy, 

brought this dreadful ruin on ourselves. 
Mankind may learn— but oh ! [-0^/% 

Hand, The xnosc will i^ot : 

Let us at least be wiser, nor complain 

Of heaven's mysterious ways, a|id awful reign : 

By our bold censures we invade his throne 

Who made mankind, and governs but his own ; 

Tho' youthful Wilmot's sun be set tve noon^ 

The ripe in virtue never die too soon. [^Exeune^ 



THE END, 
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